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THE BIRTHRIGHT : 


A ROMANCE OF CORNWALL. 


CHAPTER I 


AM writing this story at the wish of many friends, who tel? 
meitismy dutysotodo. Certain rumours have been 
afloat, which are anything but true, and it has been urged 
upon me again and again to set down in plain terms the 
true history of events which have set people’s tongues wag- 
ging. I must confess that, in spite of the pleasure I have in 
recalling the memories of past years, it is with great diffi- 
dence that I at last commence my work. Not because J 
have any difficulty in remembering what took place. My 
memory, thank God, is as good as ever, and the principal 
scenes in my history are as clear to me as if they had hap- 
pened yesterday. It is not that. The truth is, I was 
never clever at putting things on paper, and somehow, 
while the facts are clear enough in my mind, it is not at all 
easy to relate those facts in a way that is clear and under- 
standable. You see I have lived an open-air life, and have 
spent more hours with the bridle-reins in my hands than 
with the pen ; and although I had a fair amount of school- 
ing I was never considered a quick learner. 

Still, as John Major said to me only yesterday, it seems 
a duty to clear up certain matters which are altogether 
misunderstood, and, what is more, to clear my name from 
scandal. Moreover, as he truly insisted, there are others 
besides myself upon whom clouds rest, and one especially 
about whom the truth ought to be told. 

“People are saying,” asserted John Major, “ that the 
land you call yours is not yours by right, and that in order 
to get your will you were in league with the devil. It is 
also said that you broke the laws of God and man in your 
dealings with your relations, and that Parson Inch refuses 
to give you the right hand of fellowship until you can prove 
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in a fair and straightforward way that you are not the man 
some take you to be.” 

Now I am quite aware that many things have happened 
to me which happen to but few men. I know, too, that I 
have had experiences which, to say the least of them, are 
strange, and I am not sure that I can explain certain matters 
to Parson Inch’s satisfaction. At the same time I am not 
afraid of the light, and I am determined to set down truth- 
fully, to the best of my ability, the account of those events 
in my life which are misunderstood, that no stigma may 
rest upon those who are as dear to me as my own heart’s 
blood. 

I would have you know, however, that I make no pre- 
tence of fine writing, nor must it be expected that I, who 
never boasted great learning, can explain that which has 
puzzled Parson Grigg, who was in the parish before Mr. 
Inch—aye, and has even puzzled the Bishop himself, who 
came to visit the rectory some years since. All I under- 
take to do is to put down in plain, homely words the story 
of my life, in so far as it affects my good name and the good 
name of those who are associated with me. 

To begin at the beginning then—for this is necessary if 
I would make matters plain. My father, Jaspar Penning- 
ton, died when I was nineteen, leaving to me, as I thought, 
Elmwater Barton, a farm of about three hundred acres. I 
am called Jaspar too ; indeed, for generations back there has 
always been a Jaspar Pennington. Elmwater Barton is 
by no means a bad farm. Nearly all the land is under 
cultivation, and the house is roomy andsubstantial. You 
must not imagine, however, that the Barton is the prin- 
cipal place in the parish of St. Eve. Far from it. The 
parish contains twelve thousand acres, and is, on the whole, 
the richest in Cornwall ; and so three hundred acres do not 
count for much. Up to the time of my father living at 
Elmwater Barton the place had always been held by a 
family of yeomen by the name of Quethiock—respectable 
people, but not regarded as gentry of course. No; the 
principal house in St. Eve is Pennington, which, when my 
father died, was owned by Richard Tresidder. My father 
was born at Pennington, and my grandfather and great- 
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grandfather were born there ; indeed, the estate, which is 
a very valuable one, has been owned by the Penningtons 
for many generations. 

The question, therefore, naturally arises, How did a 
Tresidder get possession of the estate which had always 
belonged to the Penningtons? It is well to explain this, 
because evil tongues have told lies concerning it. 

My father’s mother died soon after his birth, my grand- 
father being a comparatively young man at thetime. When 
my father was about five years old, his father called him 
into the library, and told him that it was his intention to 
give him a mother 

“A mother ?”’saidmy father. ‘‘ You told me my mother 
was dead.” 

“Yes, she is,” said my grandfather, ‘‘ and is in heaven 
if ever it is possible for a woman to get there ; that is why 
I want to give you another, Jaspar, one who will take care 
of you better than I can.” 

“Will she be kind to me ? ” asked my father. 

“That she will,” was the reply ; ‘“‘ but more than that, 
she will bring you a brother, who is about your own age, 
and he will be a playfellow for you.” 

My father was greatly pleased at this, and so he welcomed 
his new mother very eagerly, thinking all the time, of course, 
of his new playfellow. 

The lady my grandfather married was a widow. Her 
husband, Richard Tresidder, had been a lawyer in Fal- 
mouth, but he had died of cholera about four years after 
my grandmother died. Her little boy, too, was called 
Richard, or Dick, as they named him for short, and in a 
little while the two boys became friends. 

JNow, the widow of Lawyer Tresidder brought my grand- 
father no property at all—not a pennypiece ; but she brought 
a great deal of discord instead. She was always jealous 
for her son, and she hated my father. The very sight of 
him used to vex her, especially as after several years she did 
not bear my grandfather a son. There were three daugh- 
ters born, but no son, which greatly disappointed my grand- 
father, and made his wife exceedingly bitter towards my 
father, 
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As years went by it seemed to be the great purpose of 
her life to cause quarrels between the father and son, and at 
the same time to show up the excellences of her own son, 
Richard Tresidder. I suppose the wisest and best men are 
clay in the hands of a woman ; at any rate, such has been 
my experience in life. Anyhow, after many years, Tre- 
sidder’s widow succeeded in setting my grandfather 
against his only son Jaspar. How she managed it, I don’t 
know, for my grandfather always had the name for being 
a just man ; but then, as I said, what can a man do when 
a woman gets hold of him? Just before my father was 
twenty-one this widow of Tresidder got her husband to 
make a new will. She persuaded him to let her first hus- 
band’s brother be present when Mr. Trefry, the old family 
lawyer, was writing the document, and a good many hard 
words passed, even then. 

You see, Mr. Trefry couldn’t bear to see my father 
defrauded, and yet he had no right to interfere. The 
upshot was that the will gave my father the sum of five 
hundred pounds, while all the Pennington estates were to be 
held in trust for Richard Tresidder. This of course seems 
very strange, but it goes to show how a woman can twist 
a man around her finger when she sets out to doit. There 
was a clause in the will, however, which my grandfather 
would have inserted in spite of James Tresidder, who was 
also a lawyer. I think the old man’s love of justice, and 
perhaps his love of his son, caused him to have a mind of 
his own in this case, for in the face of Lawyer Tresidder’s 
objections and his wife’s entreaties he stood firm. The 
clause was to this effect: that if Jaspar Pennington or his 
heirs ever possessed in their own rights a sufficient sum they 
could claim the Pennington estates at half their value. 
And that in the case of such an emergency, five represen- 
tatives of fivecounty families be asked to make the valua- 
tion. My grandfather further stipulated that none of the 
Pennington lands should be sold at any time for any pur- 
pose whatever. 

Now, Tresidder’s widow greatly objected to this, and 
even after it was duly signed did her utmost to get my grand- 
father to have the clause expunged. But the Pennington 
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blood asserted itself, and although he had given way to his 
wife to such a degree that he had almost disinherited his 
son, he still held to this clause. 

Not that it could be worth anything to my father. How 
could he, with only five hundred pounds, expect to gain 
many thousands ? 

As I said, the will was made some few months before my 
father was twenty-one, and it was stipulated that he was to 
ee the five hundred pounds on his twenty-first birth- 

ay. 

And now comes a stranger part of the business. About 
a week before my father came of age, my grandfather grew 
angry at what he had done. The thought of his only son 
being disinherited in favour of an outsider, just because a 
woman had twisted him around her finger, made him nearly 
mad. He saw now what his wife had been aiming at for 
years ; he saw, too, that the quarrels he had had with my 
father were of his wife’s making. Anxious to do justly, he 
wrote a letter to Mr. Trefry, telling him that he desired his 
presence at Pennington, as he wanted to make a new will, 
which should be duly signed and sealed before his son Jas- 
par’s twenty-first birthday. This letter was given to a 
servant to take to Truro. Now this servant, like almost 
every one else she had in the house, had become a tool of 
the attorney’s widow, and there is every reason to believe 
she saw the letter. Be that asit may, before Lawyer Trefry 
reached Pennington, my grandfather, who the day previous 
had been a hale, strong man, was dead, and the doctor who 
was called said that he died of heart-disease. 

My father, however, believed that his father had been 
poisoned, or in some other way killed because the woman 
he had married feared that he would make a new will in 
favour of his son Jaspar. 

And now I have told why Pennington, which had been © 
in the possession of the Penningtons for many generations, 
passed out of our hands, and became practically the pro- 
perty of the Tresidders. 

After my grandfather’s funeral five hundred pounds were 
paid to my father, and he was ordered, with many bitter 
words, to leave the home of the Penningtons. The clause 
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in the will to which I have referred, however, comforted 
him greatly. He was young and strong, and he determined 
to save up enough money to get back the estates, according 
to the provisions laid down. At that time Elmwater Bar- 
ton was to let. Old Mr. Quethiock, who had just died, had 
left one son who had a shop in Falmouth. This son did not 
like farming, and he willingly agreed to let the Barton to 
my father, who spent nearly the whole of his capital in stock- 
ing it. Meanwhile, Richard Tresidder lived in state at 
Pennington, and sneered at my father, who toiled hard at 
the Barton. Thus, if my father hated Richard Tresidder, 
was it to be wondered at? 

Now, adjoining the Pennington lands are those belong- 
ing to the Lantallick estates, which belong to the Archers, 
a family as old as the Penningtons, and as greatly respected, 
Squire Archer had five sons and one daughter, and my 
father, who was always friendly with the people at Lan- 
tallick, visited the house often, all the more because he loved 
Mary Archer. Concerning her I will pass no opinion. I 
will only state facts. I have been told that she was a beau- 
tiful young woman, and that my father loved her dearly. 
Indeed, it was generally understood that he should marry 
her when he came of age. It has been said, too, that she 
was simply crazy in her love for my father ; but about that 
I have my doubts. 

Not long after my father settled down at Elmwater Bar- 
ton he asked Mary to be his wife, and it was then that Squire 
Archer told him to leave the house, and informed him, 
moreover, that his daughter would shortly be married to 
Richard Tresidder. ; 

‘“ But,” said my father, “‘ Mary has promised to be my 
wife—promised again and again.”’ 

“ And do you think,” asked the Squire, ‘‘ that I would 
allow my only daughter to marry a tenant farmer, a wild 
young scamp that his father disinherited? Leave the 
house, I tell you!” 

I have heard that Mary pleaded with her father, but I 
will not vouch for the truth of that. Certain it is that some 
time after she became married to Richard Tresidder. 

Thus it was that Richard Tresidder robbed Jaspar Pen- 
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nington, not only of his home and lands, but of his love. 

Now, my father prospered at Elmwater Barton. He 
farmed the land so well that folks said he would in a few 
years have enough to buy back the Pennington estates, 
according to the terms of his father’s will. This was told 
Richard Tresidder and his mother one day, and they both 
laughed. About this time my father’s cattle began to die. 
No one could explain why, but die they did, until many 
rumours were afloat, and people whispered that the cattle 
were bewitched. Anyhow, it was asserted that Richard 
Tresidder had been seen talking with Betsey Fraddam, 
the witch, while many delicacies had been taken to Betsey’s 
cottage from Pennington. 

As I said, there will be many things in this narrative 
which I, an unlearned man, cannot explain. Still, I must 
tell of matters as they occurred—this, among others, 
especially as my relations with Eli Fraddam, Betsey’s son, 
have been condemned by Parson Inch. It is said that the 
Fraddam family has witchcraft in its veins. Anyhow, it 
is well known that Betsey was regarded as a witch, while 
Eli, her son—but of the poor gnome I will tell later on. 

My father tried everything to cure his cattle, but could 
not ; and what was more perplexing was the fact that other 
people’s cattle in fields adjoining suffered not at all. Ina 
few months he was driven to extremities ; he saw his chances 
of buying back his old home slipping through his fingers. 

One day my father was in a field adjoining the Penning- 
ton lands, when he saw Richard Tresidder. 

“ Well, farmer,” said Tresidder, with a sneer, ‘‘ and how 
are you getting on?” 

Whereupon my father accused him of having dealings 
with Betsey Fraddam, and told him he was a black-hearted 
knave, and other things concerning himself, which mad- 
dened Richard Tresidder so that he jumped over the hedge 
that divided them, and struck my father with his heavy 
riding-whip. 

Now, the Penningtons have always been a large-limbed 
powerful race, and, although slow to anger, they have— 
thank God—had a strong sense, of what is just, and have 
been regarded as brave men. Richard Tresidder was a 
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slim, wiry man, and, while strong and agile, was no match 
for a man who, though he had not an ounce too much flesh, 
weighed over twelve score pounds. What my father would 
have done by him I know not, but at the time he was in the 
act of thrashing him, two of Tresidder’s men came up, and 
thus the business ended—at least, for the time. A little 
later my father was summoned for unprovoked assault. 

The affair was the talk of Cornwall for some time—at 
east, of that part of Cornwall—and most people thought 
my father would be severely punished. The magistrates, 
who knew the Penningtons and liked them, however, did 
not allow this ; but he had to pay Tresidder a sum of money 
which, unless he were helped, meant his utter ruin. 

So once more Richard Tresidder and his mother, who, 1 
believe, was behind all this, got the upper hand of my father, 
and again by unfair means. Was it a wonder, then, that 
I, when I came to know about these things, should feel 
bitterly ? 

After the sentence was passed, my father, wondering 
what to do, went to see Betsey Fraddam, the witch. 

“ Betsey,” said my father, “tell the truth about my 
cattle. You can’t harm me, because I’m the oldest son, 
indeed the only son; butI can harm you. Did Tresidder 
hire you to ill-wish the cattle ? ” 

“‘ Jaspar,”’ said Betsey, ‘‘ ded ’ee bait un—ded ’ee bait 
un, now, right bad? Zay you ded, now.” 

“Yes, I did,” said my father. “I’m glad the two men 
came up, or I should have murder on my conscience, and 
that’s not right, even when the man is your enemy.” 

“ But you ded bait un! Aw, aw! Jaspar; ther’s they 
that can kill, an’ ther’s they that can cure. Some can do 
both.” 

“You can, Betsey.” 

“P’raps I can, Jaspar. Ave ’ee see’d my boy Eli, 
Jaspar ? ”’ 

“No,” replied my father. 

“Then come in and zee un—come in, Jaspar ;”” and she 
led the way into the cottage. 

My father, who told me this years after, said he should 
never forget the curious feeling that came over him as he 
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saw Betsey Fraddam’s son. Even as a child he looked 
like an old man, and he had a wild light in his eyes that 
made one shudder. 

“He edn’ wot you may call a purty cheeld, es a, then ? ”” 
asked Betsey. 

My father did not reply. 

“Well, we caan’t expect for Betsey Fraddam to ’ave 
purty cheldern, can us, then? ” 

My father was still silent, for Betsey had a strange way 
with her that made people afraid. Even T can remember 
that. 

“You may have ason some day, Jaspar.”” 

“No,” said my father. 

“But you may,” said Betsey, “you may. I doan’t 
main nothin’ wrong, Jaspar. Margaret Quethiock es well 
off, and her father do oan the Barton. Think about it, 
Jaspar. And then ef you do ever have a son, you'll tell ’im 
to be kind to Eli, waan’t ’ee now, Jaspar ? ” 

“Yes,” said my father, wondering all the time why he 
should give the promise. And that was all the conversa- 

_tion they had—for my father told me, and he was always 
a truthful man. But his cattle got better from that time, 
and as Mr. Quethiock, of Falmouth, lent him three hundred 
pounds, he was able to tide over his difficulty. 

A little while later my father married Margaret Que 
thiock ; and the fortune that her father gave her was two 
hundred pounds besides the three hundred pounds he had 
borrowed, and Elmwater Barton rent free during her life- 
time. If she died before my father, the question of rent 
was to be considered. They had been married about two 
years when [ was born; but my mother died at my birth, 
so I never knew a mother’s care and love. 

My grandfather Quethiock said nothing about rent after 
my mother’s death, but my father did not become a rich 
man. Somehow things were constantly going wrong with 
him. It was his stepmother, he told me, who was con- 
stantly persecuting him, because she feared his getting rich, 
while her son, who enjoyed my father’s wealth, had all sorts 
of people ready to do his will. He had only to hint at a 
thing, and his satellites would doit. Thus, one day a herd 
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of cattle would get into a corn-field and destroy it ; andon 
another, without any apparent reason, a corn-mow would 
catch fire. We could never trace it to them, but we always 
knew, by the jeering laugh on Tresidder’s face when he 
passed us, who was the cause of our trouble. 

All this shortened my father’s life. When I was nine- 
teen, at the time when he should have been in his prime, 
he was a worn-out old man ; and so, when sickness overtook 
him, he had no strength to fight against it. It was during 
this sickness that he told me some of the things I have 
written, and also informed me of other matters which will 
be related later. 

I was with him shortly before he died, and then he said 
to me very earnestly, “I leave you Elmwater Barton, 
Jaspar, for I don’t think your grandfather Quethiock will 
ever charge you rent, and he told me it should be yours 
completely at his death ; but your real property is Penning- 
ton, my boy. Now] want you to make me a promise that 
“you will never rest until you are back at Pennington as 
master and owner. You have been robbed, my son. I 
have tried to get your rights, and have failed ; but you must 
not fail.” 

“No, father, I will not fail,” I repled. “I will never 
rest until I get back Pennington.” 

“And never trust a Tresidder, Jaspar; they are all as 
deep as the bottomless pit, and as cruel as the fiend who 
rules there.” 

“T hear, father,” was my reply, ‘and you shall be 
obeyed.” 

This was in the month of July, in the year 1742, when I 
was nineteen years of age. 

What I have to tell is how I tried to get back my home. 
Whether I shall be believed or no I doubt greatly, but 
I will write the truth only, strange as it may all seem. 
Moreover, let God be the judge whether my quarrel with 
the Tresidders was not a just one, and whether I did not 
fight fairly, as every honest man should, 
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CHAPTER II 


I DO not think I have as yet mentioned it, but Richard 

Tresidder—I mean the man who entered into my 
father’s possessions—had three sons and one daughter, 
and all of these were brought up with the thought that I 
was their natural enemy. Of course, they were informed 
that my grandfather’s will provided the means whereby I, 
if I were sufficiently fortunate, could buy back the estate 
at half its valued worth. And thus it was to their interest 
to keep me poor, as well as to damage my reputation in the 
neighbourhood. 

The eldest son was a year or more older than I, and was, 
of course, respected as the heir to the Pennington lands— 
for it is strange how people’s sympathies veer round to the 
side of those who are most fortunate. My father has told 
me many times that, when he was thought to be the pro- 
spective heir of Pennington, folk could not make enough 
of him, while Richard Tresidder had but scant courtesy 
paid him. When it became known that my father was 
disinherited, no matter how unjustly, it was immediately 
discovered that Richard Tresidder was a very mine of wit 
and goodness, and my father was made a butt for fools’ 
okes. 

Thus I discovered that my being a Pennington counted 
for little, while it seemed to be forgotten that, but for the 
scheming of a clever, selfish woman, I should be the 
Squire of the parish. 

When I was old enough I was sent to Tregony Grammar 
School, my father being determined to give me a schooling 
befitting the position he hoped, in spite of his misfortunes, 
I should some day occupy. Now, Nick Tresidder had been 
attending the same School for some months when I went. 
For this I was very glad, because I thought it would give 
me an opportunity to test him. I had not been in the 
school a week, however, when my father came to fetch me 
away. Richard Tresidder had demanded this, as he would 
not allow his son to be educated at the school where the 
son of a tenant farmer was admitted. He told the school- 
master that he had two other sons whom he intended to 
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send, but that he should immediately withdraw his patron- 
age if I were not sent away. 

All this angered me as well as my father ; but there was 
no help for it, and I went to Probus instead, where the 
education was as good, but where I had no chance of meet- 
ing the Tresidders. 

I have said that Elmwater Barton was a good farm, but 
I must confess to looking longingly at Pennington. This 
was in the nature of things very reasonable on my part, for 
I always regarded itas my home. But besides this, I doubt 
if the whole country can present a stretch of land so fair, 
or a house so pleasantly situated. There may be bigger 
and more imposing houses, but there are none more com- 
fortable. Pennington faces a beautiful glen about half a 
mile wide. I know of no grass as green as that which grows 
there, or of treesso fineand stately. Then theriver which 
winds its way downward, and which sometimes runs side 
by side with the drive leading from the house to the main 
road, is the most beauteous stream of water I ever saw. 
Sloping away from this glen are wooded hills, the sight of 
which in the early summer time is enough to make a man 
sing for joy; and in addition to all this, standing at the 
main entrance of the house you can see the blue sea, say a 
mile and a half away. I, who have seen something of the 
world, say there is nothing finer in the way of green and 
pleasant land, while all the world knows that nowhere are 
cliffs so grand nor sea so blue as that which is to be seen in 
this part of my native county. It must be remembered, 
too, that the land from the house where my father was born 
right to the sea belongs to the Pennington estates, and at 
the back of the old homestead it stretches just as far, and 
just as fair. 

One day—it was before my father died—I had climbed 
Trescowal Tor, to feast my eyes upon so much loveliness, 
when I saw Richard Tresidder walking with his mother 
towards the Pennington woods. Now, a great desire came 
into my heart, not to see Tresidder, but to speak to his 
mother, whom I knew to be the evil genius of my family. 
And so I made my way to the woods, and stood in the path- 
way as they came up. 
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They both knew me, not only through my likeness to my 
father, but because of my size; for it is well known that 
the Pennington family on the male side are at least six 
inches taller than the ordinary run of men. 

“Do you know you are trespassing ? ” asked Tresidder. 

“My name is Jaspar Pennington,” I said proudly. 

“Then get off my lands at once,” he said sternly. 

“ Not until I have had a good look on the man and woman 
who have robbed my father and me,” I said—and I knew 
I had aroused the devil in them asI spoke. For the woman 
fairly glared at me, and Tresidder grasped his stick as 
though he would strike me. The woman was nearing 
seventy, but she was strong and hale, and her eyes flashed 
like those of a young girl. I saw, too, that she must have 
been handsome when she was young. I marked the cruel, 
resolute expression of her mouth, and I did not wonder at 
the difficulty my grandfather had in resisting her. 

“T will have you put in the stocks, and then taken to 
the lock-up, if you are not gone at once,” said Tresidder 
savagely. 

“‘T will give your three sons the chance of doing it,” I 
said, witha laugh. ‘‘ Three Tresidders against one Pen- 
nington would be a match in fair fight. Of course, where 
cunning and cheatery come in I should be nowhere. Or 
perhaps,” I continued, ‘‘ you would like to try yourself. 
I am only eighteen, and you are in the prime of your life ; 
still, I should be pleased to give you the chance.” 

But he laid no hands on me; instead, he put a whistle to 
his mouth and blew. 

‘“‘ Yes,” I said, ‘‘ get some one else to do the work you are 
afraid to try yourself; that’s a Tresidder all over. Well, 
I will go now; I have had a good look at you both, and I 
shall know you again.” 

With that I walked away; for, if the truth must be 
told, I did not care about fighting with Tresidder’s minions, 
and my father had told me many times to be careful. 

The path was very crooked, and the foliage was very 
thick, so that I had not gone more than a few steps before 
I was out of their sight. Acting on the impulse of the 


moment, I stopped and listened, 
| B 
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“A regular Pennington,” I heard the old woman say, 
‘‘ You must be careful, Richard, for he has more brains than 
his father. He has all the good looks of the family, too. 
We must be silent about our plans, for if he knows he will 
spoil them. Remember the will.” 

“T do remember: that is why I am anxious about our 
boys. Still, there can be no fear, and it will not be so very 
long before we shall get her. That settled, and Nick will 
be all right.” 

I heard no more after that, but I wondered often what he 
meant. I told my father, too, but he could give me no 
hint towards the solution of Tresidder’s words. 

After my father’s death I ceased to think so much of 
Pennington ; for I had Elmwater Barton to look after. I 
was determined to make the farm pay, and now that all 
the responsibility rested on me, I made up my mind that 
the Tresidders should not play fast and loose with me, as 
they had done with my father. I looked carefully around 
me foramanin whom I could trust ; for, be it remembered, 
this was a very difficult matter. My father had engaged 
two hinds, and each of these had been bribed by the Tre- 
sidders to injure his property. You see, his enemies had 
almost supreme power in the parish, and they used it to his 
injury. Still, 1 knew that the Tresidders must have enemies 
as well as other people, and it was for me to find out who 
they were. This I had no great difficulty in doing. A 
man named William Dawe had farmed a place named 
Treviscoe, on the Pennington estate, and the poor fellow 
had had several seasons of bad luck. Indeed, so bad was 
his luck that he was unable to pay his rent. Perhaps 
Tresidder would have been lenient with him but for two 
things : one was that he had refused to take sides with him 
against my father, and another was that when Nick Tresid- 
der insulted William Dawe’s daughter the farmer gave him 
a thrashing. The end of all this was that William Dawe 
was sold up; and even then he was not free from all his 
difficulties. 

One of the first important things I did after my father’s 
death, therefore, was to ask him to come to Elmwater Bar- 
ton, with his wife and son and daughter, in order to manage 
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the farm. I do not think in all my life I have ever seen a 
man so grateful. 

“Will you come, William ? ” I asked, when I tol! him 
what wages I could afford to give. 

“Come, Maaster Jaspar, come! I reck’n I will! 
Why. ” And then he seized my hand, and behaved in 
a way that made me think for the time I was serving him 
only, and not myself at all. 

In a few days William settled down at the Barton ; and 
no better servants need any man desire than him and ‘his 
son George. Both seemed ready to work their arms off 
for me, and to serve me night and day. George Dawe was 
a strapping fellow of twenty-five, nearly as tall and strong 
as myself. George had had a varied experience. He had 
been to sea in a trading vessel, and, if the truth must be con- 
fessed, had done a fair amount of smuggling. Be that as 
it may, George Dawe loved me like a brother, and nothing 
was too much for him to do forme. Thus I regarded myself 
as very fortunate. Eliza Dawe, too, was a careful, sensible 
woman, while Selina, her daughter, was a strapping, healthy 
wench who could do as much work as two ordinary women. 

Now, I say this was a great help to me, for they all watched 
my interests closely. 

“ Lev any ov the Trezidders try any ov their dirty capers 
now,” said George to me, “ and we’ll laive ’em knaw.”’ 

Let me give one example (and then I will soon get on to 
the main trend of my story) of how George Dawe saved me 
a large amount of money, and at the same time helped me 
to teach the Tresidders a lesson. 

It was the June after I had got William Dawe’s family 
to live with me. We had had several dry weeks, so that 
the fields had become parched and bare, and we were anxious 
lest the sheep should not have enough grass. One field had 
been planted with vetches, which, as every farmer knows, 
grow quickly and are cut for the horses. 

“ William,” I said to Dawe one day, “I am afraid we 
shall have to sacrifice a hay-field. The browsing fields are 
all brown ; thesheep can’t get enough toeat. We must be 
careful not to turn them there when the dew is on the grass, 


though, or they’ll get vlayed.” 
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“‘T wudden trouble, Maaster Jaspar ; shipc’n nibble a lot 
on a dewy mornin’, and we sh’ll git rain zoon, I reck’n.” 

“ Well, as you think best ; but I fancy we’d better turn 
the biggest lot into the ‘Sheeps’ Close’ to-night.” The 
*‘ Sheeps’ Close ” was the name of one of the best meadows, 
which at this time was very bare, owing to the long spell of 
dry, hot weather. 

Well, I had to ride to Truro that afternoon, so I did not 
get home till late at night. I found George Dawe waiting 
up for me. 

“‘ Anything the matter, George ? ” I asked. 

“Iss, ther es, Maaster Jaspar.” 

“What ?”’ I asked. 

“The Trezidders be up to the ould gaame. When I wos 
comin’ ’ome from St. Eve two or dree ’ours agone, I eared 
young Nick plannin’ ev it weth Buddle.” 

“Explain, Geogge,” I said. 

George told his story, with the result that we made our 
way to the ‘“‘ Sheeps’ Close’ and hid behind the hedge, 
Just before dawn—that is, about three o’clock in the morn- 
ing—we saw two men coming towards the gateway. We 
saw them unfasten the gate and open it wide ; then we heard 
one Say to the other, ‘‘ Now let’s fetch up the sheep, and the 
fool will be worth a bit less money in a few hours.” 

Then they went away, and in a little while we heard 
them ‘‘ whishing ” up the sheep. George closed the gate, 
and we both waited until they came up. There were a hun- 
dred and seventy-five sheep in the flock, and they brought 
them up for the purpose of turning them into the vetches, 
Here they would be knee-deep in rank vegetation, and the 
poor things, glad to get to such juicy meat, would eat raven- 
ously. The result of this would be that they would get 
filled with wind and would swell horribly, and, if not imme- 
diately relieved, would die a painful death. If the design 
had succeeded in this case, I should have been hundreds of 
pounds poorer before the men began their work. 

It may be imagined, therefore, that my blood was pretty 
hot, and that my feelings towards the Tresidders were not 
those of a lover ; and I will leave it to any fair-minded man 
whether my anger was not reasonable. 
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As I said, George and I waited by the gate until they came 
up. The sheep came close to the gate, as if waiting to be 
let in, and the two men stood behind, not knowing, 
evidently, why the poor creatures did not go to their death. 

““What’s the matter, Jacob?”’ asked young Nick Tresidder. 

“Dunnaw, aw’m zure,” answered Jacob, who was the 
eldest son of Tresidder’s ‘‘ head man” and the worst rake 
in the parish. ‘‘ Lev us go up an’ zee.” 

So they came up, as we expected they would. 

“Why, the gaate es cloased and apsed!”’ cried Jacob. 
“The devil must ’a’ ’bin ’ere.” 

** Nonsense,” said Nick, “ you couldn’t have opened it ; 
you must have been dreaming. There! open it.” 

“You tackle Nick Tresidder, an’ I'll ’ave a go with 
Buddle,” said George to me, in a whisper; “he’s allays 
a-braggin’ as ’ow ’ee c’n bait me Now then, jump out! ” 

At this we both leaped forward. I took Nick Tresidder 
by the scruff of the neck, while George gripped Buddle like 
a blacksmith’s vice. 

The sheep jumped away frightened, while these two 
blackguards cried out as if the Judgment Day had come. 

“Es et the devil ? ” asked Buddle. 

‘“No,” I roared out, “‘ it isn’t the devil ; we’re not related 
to you in any way.” 

By this time they found out who we were, and began to 
wriggle finely. 

“Look you, Nick Tresidder,” I said, “‘ the law will do 
nothing for us, so we are going to take the law in our own 
hands.” 

“What do you want ? ”’ asked Tresidder. 

“ Nothing unfair,” I said. “Wearemantoman. You 
are on my land, and you were doing a trick worthy only of 
the devil your master. We will wrestle fair, as becomes 
Cornishmen, and you must show no mercy, for as God is 
above me I will show none.” 

Now I will do these men justice. They were not afraid 
of us, and when they knew that we were people of this world 
and not ghosts from the other, they showed no desire to run 
away. Nick Tresidder was a year older than I, and Buddle 
always sneered when folks said that George Dawe was a 
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better man than he. Besides, they both saw that we did 
not mean playing at wrestling. 

But Nick Tresidder, Tresidder-like, was not fair; he 
jumped upon me before I was ready, a thing always regarded 
as cowardly at a match. I saw in a minute, too, that he 
knew the tricks of the art, and were I not also a wrestler, and 
a strong man to boot, my arm must have been broken before 
I could put forth my strength. This angered me more than 
I like to be angered ; for now, when we were to meet man 
to man, I felt not so bitter about the sheep. SolI put forth 
all my strength and made him let go his vantage-hold ; then 
I put my arm around his chest, and right glad was I when 
I found him a strong man. After that I played with him 
for pleasure, just as any true Cornishman would. But I 
was wrong in doing this. My father had told me never to 
trust a Tresidder, and I did trust him to try a throw fairly, 
even although he had planned to kill my sheep. While I 
tested his strength, merely for pleasure, I felt a stab at my 
side, and I knew that a knife had entered my flesh just under 
my arm. 

“You are a coward, Nick Tresidder,’’ I said, ‘‘ a coward 
in every way.” Then, not knowing whether I was danger- 
ously wounded or no, I played with him no longer—for a 
man cannot bear everything. I caught him in both my 
arms, lifted him from the ground, and wrestledin earnest. I 
heard one of his ribs snap, but he did not cry out ; after that 
another, and he became but a child tome ; so I let him go, 
and he staggered away like a drunken man. 

“ Now go home and tell your father what you have done,” 
I said, ‘‘and tell him too, who you found in Elmwater Bar- 
ton ‘ Sheeps’ Close.’ ” 

I turned to George, who was still struggling with Buddle. 
Just as I came to him he threw him heavily. 

“ George,” I said, “I have been stabbed. Just tie this 
cloth tightly around my chest.” 

“The coward! ’’ said George, panting; ‘‘ but where es 
a, Maaster Jaspar ? ” 

“He won’t have another ‘ hitch’ for a month or two,” 
I replied ; “ but I would not have hurt him soif he had not 
stabbed me.” 
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So there, in the early morning light, George Dawe tied 
a cloth tightly across my naked chest, and I winced with 
pain. Just as he was finishing, Jacob Buddle got slowly 
up from the ground. He had been badly stunned, but no 
bones were broken. 

“ Look after your master,” I said. Then I saw the knife 
with which Nick had stabbed me lying on the ground. 
“ There,” I said, “ you know that knife, I expect ; your 
master used it while we wrestled.” : 

But Buddle was dazed, and did not reply. When I had 
put on my coat I went to Nick Tresidder, who was very 
faint, and unable to walk, so ill had he become. Then 
my heart softened, and together we took him up to Pen- 
nington ; and Buddle, who was by this time better, said he 
could manage him. 

The next day I heard that Nick Tresidder had fallen 
from his horse and broken his ribs, and that Dr. Hawke 
had given orders for him to remain in bed many days. But 
I am sure, although neither George Dawe nor I said a word, 
that Richard Tresidder knew the truth. 

Now I have told this, not because I delight in such things, 
but because I want it to be known how I was treated, and 
what I had to contend with ; for this was but a sample of 
the many ways in which the Tresidders had tried to harm 
me. I have often wondered why they felt so evilly towards 
me, seeing they were rich at my cost ; and I have come 
to the conclusion that it is a law of human nature for a 
man to hate those whom he has treated unjustly. But I 
am an unlearned man, and the heart of man—and woman 
—is past finding out. 

And now I must tell how, in spite of myself, I was drawn 
more and more into contact with the Tresidders, with 
other matters which affected my life later on. 


CHAPTER III 
A MONTH after the event I have just related I was 
walking down towards the sea—for my wound, 
which was but slight, had healed up—when, passing by 
Betsey Fraddam’s cottage, I saw the old woman sitting by 
the door mending a garment. 
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“’Ere, Maaster Jaspar, I want ’ee,’’ said Betsey. 

So I went towards her, not caring to offend her. Now, I 

am not a superstitious man, nor did I ever believe in some of 
the stories told about Betsey. At the same time, I knew 
better than to make her angry. Even Parson Grigg was 
civil to her, and admitted that she had powers which could 
not be trifled with. It is also a fact that she had cured some 
of my cattle which had been stung by adders, by charming 
them, while, on the other hand, my father believed that she 
had, at Richard Tresidder’s bidding, ill-wished his cows. 
She had on"several occasions cured terrible diseases which 
the doctor from Falmouth said were incurable, and s know 
that when Mr. John Wesley visited Cornwall, and was told 
about her, the great man looked very grave, and expressed 
a belief in her power. This being so, it is no wonder I did 
not like refusing to enter her cottage ; nor had I any reason 
for doing so. She had been kind to me, and once, when I 
had scarlet fever, gave me some stuff that cured me even 
when Dr. Martin said I should be dead in a few hours. 
Besides, according to my father’s promise, I had been 
friendly with Eli, herson. Now, Eli was several years older 
than I, but he never grew to be more than about four feet 
high, and was the most ill-formed creature I have ever seen. 
He had bow legs, a hump back, and was what folks call 
“ double-chested.”” His thick black hair grew down close 
to his eyes, and these, in addition to being very wild and 
strange-looking, were wrongly set, so that no one could tell 
which way he was looking. He was rather sickly-looking 
too, and was thought to be very weak. But this I know 
to be wrong. Eli, ill-formed as he was, was much stronger 
than most men, nature having endowed his sinews with won- 
drous hardness and powers of endurance. He did no work, 
but lived by poaching and begging food at the farmhouses. 
As Betsey’s son he was never refused, especially as some 
believed he had inherited his mother’s powers. . 
') Anyhow, I entered the cottage and sat on a wooden stool 
while Eli sat in a corner of the open fireplace and looked at 
me steadfastly with one eye, and with the other saw what 
was going on out in the road. 

“Well,” said Betsey, ‘‘ and so you found out what Nick 
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Tresidder wanted to do, then? An’ I ’ear as ’ow you’ve 
nearly killed un.” 

“ How do you know? ” I asked. 

“How doI knaw? How doI knaw everything? But 
you'll be paid out, Maaster Jaspar! Tell y’ Dick Tresidder 
‘ll pay ’ee out. I c’n zee et comin’.” 

“ See what coming ? ” I asked. 

“Look ’ere, Maaster, Jaspar ; ’ave’ee bin to zee yer Gran- 
fer Quethiock lately ? 

No? 

“Then you be a vool, Jaspar—tell y’ you bea vool. Wy, 
’ee’s nearly dead; he may be dead by now. What ’bout 
the Barton, Jaspar. ’Ave’a willed et to ee?” 

At this my heart became heavy. Up to that time no 
rent had been charged, and I hoped that my grandfather 
would make it over to me. My uncles, I knew, did not like me. 

“What ought I to do? ’” I asked, for I felt a great fear 
come into my heart, although my father had told me that 
my Grandfather Quethiock meant to give me the Barton. 

““Go and zee, go and zee,” said Betsey. 

So I went back home and saddled my mare, and rode to 
Falmouth. When I got into Falmouth town I saw an iron- 
monger whom I knew, and as he looked as though he would 
speak, I stopped my horse. 

“‘ Well, yer poor gran’father is gone,” he said. 

“Is he?” I replied. “I did not know till now.” 

“Iss, he’s gone ; and a good man he wos, too. His two 
sons, yer uncles, ’ave been waitin’ a long time to git into his 
shoes. Ah, there'll be a change now! Th’ ould man was 
the soul of generosity ; but the sons, Peter and Paul—no- 
body ’ll be able to rob one to pay the other of they two. 
But I ’ear as ’ow you’m safe, Maaster Jaspar. The Barton 
es yours, I’m told.” 

This cheered me, so I rode on towards my grandfather’s 
house. Just before I got there I saw my two uncles com- 
ing down the street ; and with them was Richard Tresidder. 
I checked my horse and watched them, and saw that they 
entered a lawyer’s office ; and the lawyer who owned it was 
the son of the man who was present when Lawyer Trefry 
drew up my grandfather’s will. 
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Nothing was told me at my grandfather’s house except 
the date of the funeral, which was fixed for three days later, 
and which I attended. After the funeral was over the will 
was read, and the lawyer who read it was Nicholas Tresidder, 
a bachelor after whom young Nick was called. 

I do not pretend to be a learned man, but I love honesty, 
and I do say that the will was drawn up to defraud me. I 
do not believe that my grandfather ever intended the words 
written down to read as the lawyer said they read, for he 
had told my father that Elmwater Barton was to be left to 
me. According to Lawyer Tresidder, however, the whole 
of my grandfather’s property was willed to his two sons, 
Peter and Paul Quethiock, and it was left to their gener- 
osity as to whether I, his grandson, Jaspar Pennington, 
should remain at the Barton free of all rent, and the land 
eventually be mine. Thus, according to the lawyer’s 
explanation, I was entirely at my uncles’ mercy. 

Now,I know that my grandfather was very fond of me, 
and in spite of the fact that I had been robbed of my right- 
ful heritage, he was proud that he had a Pennington for a 
grandson. I am sure it was his will that I should have the 
Barton for my own. But during the last few years he had 
been very feeble and infirm, and thus, in the hands of a 
clever lawyer, could easily be deceived. 

I will not attempt to give a lengthy account of what fol- 
lowed. Indeed, I have no very distinct remembrance. I 
was not long in seeing what was in the minds of my two 
uncles, and I quickly realized that they had been in league 
with the Tresidders ; so, feeling that it was their intention 
to defraud me, I became dazed and bewildered. I havea 
confused recollection of asking some questions, and of the 
replies given, and after hearing them I left the house, with 
the consciousness that I was not the owner of Elmwater 
Barton, but a tenant liable to be dismissed by my uncles, 
both of whom were, I was sure, tools of Richard Tresidder. 

Still, I determined not to give up without a struggle, so 
I rode to Truro that same day and saw Lawyer Trefry, the 
son of the old lawyer who drew up my grandfather’s will. 
He listened to my story very attentively, and when I had 
finished declared that NicholasTresidder was a clever fellow. 
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“TI think it is possible you may have a case though, Jas- 
par,” he said; “I think you may have a case. I will see 
to it at once. I will examine the will, and if there is a 
chance you may depend that I will seize on it.” 

That night I went back to the Barton with a sad heart, 
speaking not a word to any one. I longed to ease my pain 
by denouncing the people who sought to work my ruin, 
but in spite of William Dawe’s anxious solicitations I held 
my peace. It is true Lawyer Trefry gave me some little 
hope ; but I did not sleep that night, and for the next few 
days I wandered around the farm like one demented. Pre 
sently I saw Lawyer Trefry again, and I knew directly I 
caught the look on his face that my case was hopeless. 

“Nicholas Tresidder is a smart fellow,” he said, with a 
grunt, “a very smart fellow. There is no doubt but that 
your grandfather meant you to have the Barton—not the 
slightest doubt ; but then, you see, it is not legally yours. 
Let us hope that your uncles will abide by your grand- 
father’s evident desire, and make it yours.” 

But I had no hope of that, and I shook my head sadly. 
“ As well expect water from a stone,” I said. ‘‘ For a long 
time I have wondered why Richard Tresidder should be so 
' friendly with Peter and Paul Quethiock ; nowI know. He 
has been for years trying to ruin me, and he has accomplished 
a.” 

“ How old are you? ” asked Lawyer Trefry suddenly, 
as though a new thought had struck him. 

“ Twenty next month,” I replied. 

“Bah! Why did not old Quethiock live a month 
longer ? ” cried the lawyer. 

“Why, what would have been the use ? ” I asked. 

“Use? Why, if you could prove that you had held the 
land for twenty years, you could lawfully claim it as yours.” 

And thus everything was against me; and although we 
talked over a dozen things together, no ray of light came to 
cheer the darkness. 

A little time later a letter was brought to me from Nicho- 
las Tresidder, the Falmouth lawyer. This letter was to 
the effect that as I was neither a lawful tenant of Elm- 
water Barton, nor the owner thereof, I must immediately 
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vacate the place, as Paul Quethiock intended to take pos- 
session immediately. I had expected this, and had been for 
days trying to value the stock on the place. 

On the receipt of this letter, which came direct from 
Falmouth by messenger, I saddled my mare and imme- 
diately rode to see Lawyer Trefry. 

He read the communication very carefully, and then 
asked me if I had received nothing else. 

“ Nothing,’ I replied. “‘ WhatelsecanI receive? They 
have taken away the farm, they have ordered me to leave 
it; now Iam come to you to arrange about selling the stock. 
I suppose the crops will have to be valued, too, and a lot 
of other matters, before I can realize on my property ? 

He looked very grave, but said nothing for some time. 

“T will do what I can at once,” he replied, at length ; 
“but believe me, Jaspar, my boy, Nicholas Tresidder is a 
clever dog—a very clever dog; he’s been set to work on this 
bone, and he’ll leave nothing on it—mark my words, he’ll 
leave nothing on it.” 

“ He has left nothing,” I cried. ‘I doubt if the stock 
will fetch much more than the five hundred pounds my 
father spent when he took Elmwater Barton from my 
Grandfather Quethiock.”’ 

Lawyer Trefry shook his head, as if in doubt ; but he 
made no remark, so I left, thinking I knew the worst. I 
imagined that when the stock was sold I should be worth 
several hundred pounds, and, with this as a nucleus, I 
should have something to give me a fresh start. 

The date of the sale of the stock on the Barton was fixed, 
but before that day came another letter was brought by a 
messenger of Lawyer Nicholas Tresidder from Falmouth. 
This letter stated that as no rent had been paid since the 
death of Margaret Pennington, the heirs of the late Peter 
Quethiock claimed six years’ rent, as they were entitled to 
do by the law of the land. 
~ I knew now what Lawyer Trefry meant when he said 
that Lawyer Tresidder would pick the bone clean. He had 
seen this coming, while I, young, and ignorant of the law, 
had never dreamed of it. Old Betsey Fraddam had said 
that Richard Tresidder would pay me out, and he had done 
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so now. Six years’ rent would swallow up the value of 
the stock, and would take every penny I possessed. Thus 
at twenty I was absolutely homeless and penniless. Then 
for the first time a great feeling of hate came into my heart, 
and I swore that I would be revenged for the injury done to 
me. 

Again I went to Lawyer Trefry. ‘I expected this,”’ he 
said; ‘I knew it would come.” 

“‘ And there is no hope for me? ” I asked anxiously. 

“You will have your youth, your health and strength, 
and your liberty,” he replied. “I do not see how they 
can rob you of that; no, even Nick Tresidder can’t rob 
you of that!” 

jseut the rest?’ 

“Tt will have to go—it must all go; there is no hope for 
it—none at all;” and the lawyer looked at me sadly. 

I will not describe what took place during the next few 
weeks—there is no need ; enough to say that all I had was 
taken, that I was stripped of all I possessed, and was left 
a homeless beggar. 

As Lawyer Trefry told me, they had done their worst 
now—at least, for the time. Richard Tresidder had 
undoubtedly been working in the dark for years to accom- 
plish this, and in his kinsman the lawyer he had found a 
willing helper. It was plain to see, too, that it would be 
to Peter and Paul Quethiock’s advantage to try and take 
the Barton from me. It was a valuable piece of land, and 
would enrich them considerably. There was no difficulty, 
either, in seeing Richard Tresidder’s motives. He had 
wronged me, and, as I said, it seems a law of life that a 
man shall feel bitterly towards one he has wronged ; and 
besides that, his safety lay in keeping me poor, and to this 
end he brought all his energies to bear. 

When it was all over, I think I became mad. While 
there was a straw to which I could hold I managed to 
restrain myself, but when the last was broken, I think I 
gave myself over to the devil. I behaved in a way that 
frightened people, until even those who were inclined to be 
friendly avoided me. By and by only one house was open 
to me, and that was old Betsey Fraddam’s. It was true I 
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visited the taverns and beer-shops in the neighbourhood, 
and formed companionships with men whom years before 
I despised ; but Betsey Fraddam’s house was the only one 
open to me which I could regard as anything like a home. 
Even Betsey grew angry with me, and would, I think, have 
bidden me leave her doors but for her son Eli, who seemed 
to love me in a dumb, dog-like sort of way. 

‘“Why doan’t ’ee roust yerzelf up, Jaspar ? ’’ she would 
say ‘‘Spoase you be put upon, spoase Squire Trezidder 
‘ave chaited ’ee—that edn’ to zay you shall maake a 
maazed noodle of yerzelf. oust yerzelf up, an’ begin to 
pay un back.” 

“ How can I do it, Betsey? ” 

“’Ow? Better do a bit a smugglin’ than do nothin’.” 

‘’Yes; and isn’t that what Tresidder wants? If he 
can get me in the clutches of the law that way, it will just 
please him. Mad I am, I know, but not mad enough for 
that.” 

“Then go to Plymouth, or go to Falmouth, my deear 
cheeld. Git on board a shep there, an’ go off to some 
furrin country and make a fortin’.” 

“There are no fortunes to be made that I know of, 
Betsey ; besides, I don’t want to get away from St. Eve, 
I want to stay here and keep my eye upon Tresidder.”’ 

“And what good will that do? Youcaan’t ’urt un by 
stayin’ ’ere. ’E’s too clever for you; he c’n allays bait 
‘ee while you stay ere, especially when you do behave like 
a maazed noodle.” 

“Very well, Betsey. I will leave your house,” I said, 
after she had been talking to me in this fashion one day ; 
“T can manage to live somewhere.”’ 

“ Jaspar mus’n’t go ’way,” said Eli; “‘ Jaspar stay with 
me. Ef Jaspar go ’way, I go ’way. I help Jaspar. I 
knaw! I knaw!”’ and then the poor gnome caught my 
hands and laughed in a strange way which was half a cry. 

So, because Betsey loved Eli, and because Eli clung to 
me with a dog-like devotion, I made Betsey’s cottage my 
home. Day after day I tried to make plans whereby I 
might be able to make Richard Tresidder and all his family 
sufier for their behaviour to me, but succeeded in nothing. 
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What could I do? I had no friends, for when I left Elm- 
water Barton William Dawe and his family went to Fal- 
mouth, and tried to get a living by catching and selling fish. 
For a long time I could not make up my mind to ask for 
work as a common labourer in a parish where I had been 
regarded as the owner of a barton. It seemed beneath me, 
and my foolish pride, while it did not forbid me to idle 
away my days and live in anything but a manly way, 
forbade me to do honest manual work. But it would have 
made no difference if I had been less foolish, for when, on 
one occasion, I became wiser, and sought work among the 
farmers, I was refused on every hand. The fact was, every 
one was afraid to offend Richard Tresidder, and as every 
tenant farmer in the parish was in his power, perhaps their 
conduct was reasonable. 

Thus it came about that I began to lose my manhood, 
and became a loafing outcast. I would have left the parish 
but for a seemingly unreasonable desire to be near Richard 
Tresidder, whom day by day I hated more and 
more. 

When a year had gone, and I was nearly twenty-one, 
there were few more degraded sights in the parish than I. 
My clothes had become worn, and my whole appearance 
was more that of a savage than of anything else. People 
said, too, that the look of a devil shone from my eyes, and I 
saw that many avoided me. As I brooded over this, and 
remembered that I owed it all to the Tresidders, I vowed 
again and again that I would be revenged, and that all the 
brood should suffer a worse hell than that through which 
I passed. 

Nothing cheered me but the strange love of Eli Fraddam, 
who would foliow me just as a dog follows its master. 
When I could get a few pence, I would go to the alehouse 
and try to forget my sorrow; but I nursed my anger all 
the time, and never once did I give up my dreams of harm- 
ing the Tresidders. I write all this because I want to tell 
my story faithfully, and because I will give no man the 
chance to say that I tried to hide the truth about my feel- 
ings towards my enemies. 

The day before my twenty-first birthday I was loafing 
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around the lanes when I saw Richard Tresidder and his 
son Nick drive past me. They took the Falmouth road, 
and, divining their destination, I followed them in a blind, 
unreasoning sort of way. As I trudged along, plans for 
injuring them formed themselves in my mind, one of which 
I presently determined I would carry into effect. It was 
the plan of a savage, and perhaps natural. My idea was 
to wait outside the town of Falmouth, to waylay them, and 
then to thrash them both within an inch of their lives. I 
remember that I argued with myself that this would be 
fair to them. They would be two to one, and I would use 
nothing but my fists. 

When I got into Falmouth I spent the few pence I 
possessed in food, and then I made inquiries about the 
time they would return. I discovered that they intended 
to leave the George Inn about five o’clock in the evening, 
so I spent the time loafing around the town, and repeating 
to myself what I would do with them both that night.. 

About three o’clock in the afternoon, however, my plans 
became altered. As I stood at a street corner, I saw 
Richard Tresidder and his son Nick, with several gentle 
men, coming towards me. _ Scarcely realizing what I did— 
for the very sight of him made me mad—I went towards 
them, and as Richard Tresidder came up I spat in his face. 

““Who’s a thief? Who’s a cheat? Who got Penning- 
ton by cheatery and lying ? ” I shouted madly. 

“Get out of the way, you blackguard,” cried Nick 
Tresidder, the lawyer. 

“Tl not get out of the way,” I cried; “1’ll tell what’s 
the truth. He killed my grandfather; he hocussed him 
into making a false will, and he and you have robbed me. 
Ah, you lying cowards, you know that what I say is true! ”’ 

Then Richard Tresidder lifted his heavy stick and struck 
me, and before the bystanders knew what had happened 
there was a street brawl; for I struck Richard Tresidder a 
heavy blow on the chin which sent him reeling backwards, 
and when his son Nick sprang upon me I threw him from 
me with great force, so that he fell to the ground, and I 
saw the blood gush from his nose. After that I remember 
nothing distinctly. I have a dim recollection of fighting 
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madly, and that I was presently overpowered and taken 
to the lock-up. 

I remained there till the next morning, when I was 
taken before the magistrates. I don’t know what was 
said, and at the time I did not care. I was angry with 
myself for not biding my time and flogging the Tresidders 
in the way I had planned, and yet I was pleased because I 
had disgraced Tresidder—at least, I thought I had—before 
the whole town. I have an idea that questions were asked 
about me, and that one of the magistrates who knew my 
grandfather said it was a pity that a Pennington should 
come to such a pass. Richard Tresidder and his friends 
tried to get an extreme sentence passed upon me, but the 
end of it all was that I was sentenced to be pilloried for 
six hours, and then to be publicly flogged. 

Soon after I was taken to the market-place, where the 
pillory was set up, and in face of the jeering crowd I 
was tied to a pole. On the top of this pole, about six 
feet from the platform on which I stood, a stout piece of 
board was placed, which had three hollow places cut out. 
My neck was pressed into one hole and my wrists into the 
two others. Then another stout piece of board, with 
hollow places cut out to correspond with the other, was 
placed on the top of it. This pressed my neck very hardly, 
and strained it so that I breathed with difficulty. It also 
fastened my hands, and hurt my wrists badly. I know of 
nothing nearer crucifixion than to be pilloried, for the thing 
was made something like a cross, and my head and arms 
were crushed into the piece of board which corresponded 
with the arms of a cross in such a way that to live was 
agony. 

And there I stood while the vulgar crowd stood around 
me, some howling, some throwing rotten eggs at me, and 
others pelting me with cabbage-stumps and turnips. After 
I had stood there about three hours some one came and 
made the thing easier, or I should not have lived through 
the six hours ; and after that, the mob having got tired of 
pelting me; I was left a little time in peace. 

When the six hours were nearly up, I saw Nick Tresidder 


come to the market-place with two maidens. One I saw 
G 
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was his sister, the other was a stranger tome. I knew they 
had come-to add to my shame, and the sight of them made 
me mad again. I tried to speak, but the socket was too 
small, and I could not get enough breath to utter a word. 
Still, I am sure rage glared from my eyes as I looked at 
Nick and his sister ; but when I saw the other maiden, a 
feeling which I cannot describe came over me. She was 
young—not, I should think, quite eighteen—and her face 
was more beautiful than anything I have ever seen. Her 
eyes were large and brown, and shone like a queen’s 
jewels. Her hair was also brown, and hung in shining 
curls down her back. Her face, thank God! was not like 
that of the Tresidders; it was kind and gentle, and she 
looked at me in a pitying way. 

“What has he done ? ” she asked, in a voice which, to 
me, was as sweet as the sound of a brook purling its way 
through a dell in a wood. 

“Done!” said Nick Tresidder. ‘* He is a blackguard ; 
he nearly killed both me and my father.” 

She looked at me steadfastly, and as she did so my heart 
throbbed with a new feeling, and tears came into my eyes 
in spite of myself. 

“Surely no,” she replied; ‘he has a kind, handsome 
face, and he looks as though he might be a gentleman.” 

‘4Gentleman!” cried Nick. ‘‘ He will be flogged pre- 
sently ; then you will see what a cur he is.” 

“Flogged! Surely no!” 

“But he will be, and I wish that I were allowed to use 

the whip. Why, he belongs to the scum of the 
earth.” 
« By this time my degradation was more real to me than 
ever, and I felt that I would have given worlds, had I 
possessed them, to have told her the whole truth. I 
wondered. who she was, and I writhed at the thought of 
Nick poisoning her mind against me. 

Seeing them there, others came up, and I heard one ask 
who this beauteous maiden was. 

“Don’t you know? ” was the reply. ‘“‘ She is Mistress 
Naomi Penryn.” 

“What is his name? ” asked this maiden, presently. 
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“Can’t you see? ” replied Nick. ‘Ah! the eggs have 
almost blotted out the name. It is— 
JASPAR PENNINGTON: STREET 
BRAWLER AND VAGABOND ” 


And this was the way I first met Naomi Penryn. 


CHAPTER IV 


O words can describe the shame I felt at the time. 
Before Naomi Penryn came there and looked upon 
me I was mad with rage and desire for vengeance. I longed 
to get to a place where I could meet the whole Tresidder 
brood face to face. But now a new feeling came to me. 
Had I not after all been a brute, and had I not acted like a 
maniac? For the look on her face made me love goodness 
and beauty. I could do nothing, however; my hands 
were numb, and my tongue was dry and parched. All I 
was capable of at this moment was to look into the fais 
maid’s face, and feel a great longing that she might not 
despise me as Nick Tresidder evidently intended that she 
should. 

The crowd did not pelt me while she stood there; I 
think it was because there was something in her presence 
that hindered them. Every one could see at a glance that 
she was different from the host of laughing things that cared 
nothing for my disgrace. 

“ Jaspar Pennington,” she said presently. “ Why, 
Pennington is the name of your house, Nick!” 

“ Yes,” replied Nick savagely. 

“ He’s young, too,” she continued, looking at me curiously, 
and yet with pity in her eyes. 

Then I remembered I was twenty-one that day, and that 
my father had been dead barely two years. Thus, on my 
twenty-first birthday,-I was pilloried as a vagabond and a 
street brawler, and this beauteous maid saw me in my 
shame. 

“Where does he live ? ” she asked again, as though she 
were interested in me. 

“ Up to a year ago he lived in St. Eve’s parish,” replied 
Nick. ‘He managed to stay by fraud on Elmwater 
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Barton: he was a brute then, and tried to kill me. He 
would have succeeded, too, but for Jacob Buddle. I hope 
the man who flogs him will lay it on hard.” 

She gave me one more look, and in it I saw wonder and 
fear. Then she said, ‘‘ Let us go away, Nick. I do not 
care to stay longer.” 

“No, we will not go yet!’ cried Nick. ‘ Let us see him 
get his lashes. He will be taken down in a few minutes. 
There, the constables are coming.” 

I saw the tears start to her eyes, while her lips trembled, 
and at that moment I did not feel the sting of the lies Nick 
had told. 

The whipping-post was close to the place where the pillory 
had been set up, and I saw that the constable held the 
rope with which I was to be tied. Then two men came and 
unfastened the piece of wood which had confined my head 
and hands. At first I felt no strength either to hold up 
my head or to move my limbs, but while they were untying 
my legs the blood began to flow more freely, and I knew 
that my strength was coming back. The ropes having 
been removed, I was allowed to stand a minute, so that 
my numbed body might become sensitive to the lash of 
the whip; but I thought not of it. I looked steadily on 
Naomi Penryn, and fed upon the light of hereyes. 1 knew 
that she must think of me as a savage brute; and yet she 
felt kindly towards me. She did not ask to go away again ; 
she seemed to be held by a strange fascination, and watched 
while the rope was fastened to the ring in the whipping- 
post. Then I saw Richard Tresidder come up. He had a 
scar on his cheek, and from his eyes flashed a look of anger, 
as though he gloated over the thought of my shame and 
suffering. No sooner did she see him than she came to him 
and asked that I might be spared the whipping ; but Tre- 
sidder would not listen to her. 

““ He deserves to be hanged, my dear,” he said ; “‘ if such 
low fellows as he are allowed to bully gentlemen in the 
streets, what is to become of us? ” 

Now this was hard to bear, for as all the world knows 
the Pennington family is one of the best in the county ; 
but I saw that he wanted to embitter her mind against me, 
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Then Lawyer Trefry came up, two justices being with 
him ; and though my old friend did not speak to me, I 
knew that he thought of me kindly. 

“The lad hath been much provoked,” hesaid. ‘I have 
known him as a good lad for years, and but for unfair 
treatment, matters would be reversed.” 

At this two of the justices nodded their heads, while 
Richard Tresidder called out to the constables to do their 
work, for he saw that people began to sympathize with 
me. 

Again I turned to Naomi Penryn, and as I beheld the 
look on her face I determined that I would not bear the 
lash. Not that I feared the pain of body, but I could bear 
the degradation no longer. They lifted me from the plat- 
form on which I had been standing, and the people could 
see that my neck was cruelly discoloured, also my hands. 
were numbed and blue. 

“ He hath suffered much,” I heard it whispered, “ and 
Squire Tresidder hates him. He’s a Pennington, and his 
father was robbed. [Isn’t he a fine, strapping fellow; no 
wonder they are afraid of him.” 

From this and other things I had heard, I gathered that 
Lawyer Trefry had been making the mob friendly ; for I 
have noticed again and again that ignorant people are easily 
changed from one state of feeling to another. 

Now when I came to the whipping-post I began to look 
around for a means of escape, and to think how I should 
deal with the two men who held me. 

“ Fasten him tight!” cried Richard Tresidder; then, 
just as they released my hands in order to put the rope on 
me, I gave a desperate struggle, and feeling great strength 
at the moment, I threw the constables from me, and made 
a great leap through the crowd. Not a man laid hands 
on me, in spite of Richard Tresidder’s commands, for 
which I knew I had to thank Lawyer Trefry, who, with 
others, had changed the feelings of the people. I quickly 
got away from the town, and ran as hard as I was able 
towards Penryn. I expected that I should be followed, 
for I had not undergone my full penalty, and the law was 
on Richard Tresidder’s side, so I determined that Iwould 
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get a few miles up towards Truro and then hide among the 
woods that slope up westward from the river. 

After nearly two hours’ running I reached the woods, 
and, as far as I could tell, little trouble had been taken to 
follow me; so having hidden myself among some very 
thick branches I laid down and rested. Could 1 have 
obtained food I think I should have been fairly contented, 
for I was neither so angry nor friendless as I had been in 
the morning. Presently I heard a rustling among the 
bushes, and I fancied that my pursuers must be near me, 
so I lay very quiet and listened, but could hear nosound of 
human voices. I became curious to know what made the 
noise, and to my delight I saw a cow that had evidently 
strayed from its field, having probably got into the wood 
to be under the shade of the trees, and away from wap flies. 
At first she was frightened at me; but I had been used to 
cattle all my life, so I soon quieted her, and she let me 
approach her. I saw that it was time for her to be milked, 
and making the palm of my hand into a cup, I got enough 
milk to refresh me considerably. 

I tried to make plans for my future, but this was rendered 
impossible by the memory of Naomi Penryn’s face and the 
kind words she had spoken. I knew that in going back 
to St. Eve I was going back to danger, and yet I determined 
to go. I wanted to be close to the Pennington lands and 
to watch Richard Tresidder. Besides, I remembered that 
Naomi Penryn was probably aguest at Pennington. ThenI 
began to ask myself why she should be with the Tresidders, 
and what relationship she bore to them. For I did not 
know her at all. The name of Penryn was well known in 
the county, but I did not know to what branch of the family 
she belonged. What connexion had she with Nick Tre- 
sidder? Why should he bring her to see me that day ? 
And what were the Tresidders’ plans concerning her ? 

It came to me suddenly. She was intended for Nick 
Tresidder. I remembered the conversation I had heard 
between Richard Tresidder and his mother, and I thought 
I understood its meaning. Then my heart gave a wild 
leap, the hot blood rushed madly into my head, for I knew 
that a new life had entered mine. I felt that I loved Naomi 
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Penryn with a great love, and that it would never leave me 
while my heart continued to beat. ; 

For a long time I lay and dreamed of my love; I did not 
think of the way in which she must have regarded me, nor 
did I remember my degradation. I lived in happy forget- 
fulness of everything, save the love-joy that filled my 
life. The birds fluttered hither and thither on the twigs 
which grew so thickly around, and finally settled to rest, 
and the insects ceased to hum as the night descended ; but 
I scarcely heeded them. I lay among the ferns, my head 
pillowed on a moss-covered stone, and thought of Naomi 
Penryn. Hour after hour passed; the woods became 
darker and darker, but I could still see Naomi’s face. 
Presently the eastern sky became streaked with golden 
light, and the birds sang to welcome the advent of day ; 
but their songs were not so sweet as the memory of Naomi’s 
voice. For my love was the gift of God, and I thought 
then only of what was beautiful and true. 

But with the dawn of day other memories came to me. 
I thought of my shame; I remembered that she had been 
told to regard me as a vagabond and a street brawler. 
Nick Tresidder would seek to poison her mind against me, 
and even then I was being searched for that I might be 
degraded by the lash of a whip. A great pain and bitter- 
ness filled my heart, for I felt that my love was hopeless. 
While I had rejoiced in loving I thought not of this; but 
after a time my love became a desire, an overmastering 
desire to woo Naomi Penryn—to make her love me as I 
loved her. 

But what could I do? Had she not seen me pilloried 
as a shameful vagrant? Had she not seen me persecuted, 
tormented—the byword, the laughing-stock for (the offals 
of Falmouth town? Had I not been pelted with refuse ? 
Was I not made hideous by disfigurement ? How could I 
win her love? Then I hated the Tresidder tribe more than 
ever. They had robbed me of my home, my heritage, my 
all, and now through them I must be loathed by the one, 
the light of whose eyes burnt into my heart like fire. But 
more than all this, she would be with Nick Tresidder day 
by day. He would walk with her, ride with her, talk with 
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her. They would roam among the woods and pluck the 
wild flowers that should be mine, while I—I was hiding 
from the men who held a whip to lash me. 

These thoughts kept me from lying still any longer, so I 
got up and walked along under the great trees until I came 
down to the water’s edge. Perhaps the world can reveal 
more beauteous sights than the river which runs between 
Truro and Falmouth, but I have my doubts. Nature here 
is at the summer of her loveliness and spreads her bounties 
with no niggard hand. For the clear water wends its way 
through a fair countryside, where green woods and rich 
meadows slope down to the river’s bank. Here the flowers 
come early in the springtime, and perfume the air through 
the summer; while winter is tardy in making its appear- 
ance, as if loth to shrivel the shining leaf, or to cause the 
gaily painted flower to wither and die. 

Even I, as I stood by the river’s bank at early sunrise, 
my mind and heart torn with conflicting passions, was— 
soothed by the blessedness of the scene. Some of my bitter- 
ness passed away, and love became triumphant. But the 
feeling was not for long. Looking into the still water I 
beheld the reflection of myself, and the sight made me more 
hopeless than ever. I saw a tall, wild-looking youth, with 
bare head, save for a mass of unkempt hair; a face all 
scratched and bruised, and made to look savage and 
repulsive by vindictiveness. His clothes were dirty and 
bedraggled, while his riding boots were torn and muddy. 

And Naomi Penryn had seen me thus—ay, worse. I 
went to the river and washed, and then looked at myself 
again. My face was still scratched and bruised, but I had 
the Pennington features. After all, there was nothing mean 
nor cunning about them. The eyes were wild, and perhaps 
fierce; but they were honest and frank still. The clothes 
were besmeared with mud, but the body they covered was 
strong and shapely. There was nothing weak nor shamb- 
ling in those six feet four inches. 

I turned my face towards Pennington, wondering all 
the while if I should see Naomi again. For I called her 
Naomi in my own heart, and to me it was the sweetest 
name on earth. I repeated it to myself again and again, 
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and the birds, which carolled overhead, sang to me about 
her. As I trudged along, I tried to think again how I 
should buy back Pennington—not for revenge, but because 
of my love. But no ray of light shone to reveal to me the 
way. I could see nothing for it but that I, poor and friend- 
less, must for ever remain poor and friendless. And still 
the birds sang love-songs, and told me of Naomi Penryn. 

When at length I saw Elmwater Barton, I began to think 
of the steps I must take for my immediate future. I had 
determined that I would live within sig. of Pennington ; 
but how? Even Betsey Fraddam would be afraid to give 
me shelter when she had heard the truth, for Betsey knew 
Richard Tresidder’s power. For let me say here that 
while Betsey was much sought after, she was hated by 
many. Betsey admitted to being a witch, but claimed 
only to be a white witch. Now, as all Cornish folk know, 
there is a difference between a white witch and a black 
witch. A white witch is one who is endowed by nature to 
cure by means of charms, and passes, and strange signs. 
She can also read the future, and find out secrets concerning 
those who do evil. Thus a white witch is looked up to, and 
her calling is regarded as lawtul, even by the parsons, save 
a very few who are narrow in their notions. A black 
witch, on the other hand, is said to have dealings with the 
Evil One, and her power is only gained by a signed compact 
with the King of Darkness. 

Now, if Betsey were suspected of the Evil Eye, and of 
being a black witch, her life might be in danger ; and if 
Richard Tresidder, as the chief man in the parish, were to 
turn against her, ’twould go hard with her. Thus I knew 
that, while Betsey did not love Tresidder, she would do 
nothing to offend him. Only her love for Eli caused her 
to give mea home during the past months, and I knew that 
now she would not dare to have me in her house. 

Thus I tried to decide what I should do; and presently 
I made up my mind. My plan was to go into a cave which 
I knew of, and spend my days there, and by night I would 
go to Betsey’s house and get food. I should thus have 
shelter and food, and be near Pennington. I should also 
have means of finding out whether Naomi Penryn stayed 
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with my enemies, as well as other matters which lay near 
to my heart. What I should do when winter came on I 
knew not, nor could I tell how I could make myself worthy 
of my love. I felt sure that Richard Tresidder’s great 
desire was to drive me from Cornwall, and thus be freed 
from the sight of one who must always remind him of his 
fraud. As for my getting back the home of my fathers, it 
was out of all question. 

So I made my way to the cave. It was called Granfer 
Fraddam’s Cave, because he was reported to have died 
there. Granfer Fraddam had been a smuggler, and it was 
believed that he used it to store the things he had been 
able to obtain through unlawful means. He was Betsey 
Fraddam’s father, and was reported to have been a very 
bad man. Rumours had been afloat that at one time he 
had sailed under a black flag, and had ordered men to walk 
a plank blindfolded. But this was when he was a young 
man, and no one dared to reproach him with it even in his 
old age. In the old pirate’s days the cave was a secret 
one, and none of the revenue officers knew of its existence. 
Only a few of Granfer’s chosen friends knew how to find it. 
It was said, too, that he died there, hiding from the Preven- 
tive officers, and ever since he had haunted the place. 
Stories had it that his voice might be heard at night calling 
for food and water, and praying for vengeance on the 
King’s servants. Rumour also reported that he died a 
terrible death, because no clergyman or man of God could 
get near to help him from the clutches of the Evil One. 
As far as I was aware, its whereabouts was a secret when I 
was young, but it was generally supposed to be in what was 
known as Granfer’s Cove, although some said it fell in at 
Granfer’s death. Anyhow, no one visited it—indeed, such 
was my belief at the time ; nor was it a pleasant place to 
get at. When the tide was up it was difficult to reach by 
water because of the great rocks which abounded ; besides, 
you might be within six feet of it and not see it, so curiously 
was its mouth covered. 

Eli Fraddam, who seemed to know everything, took me 
to it by the upper way; by that I mean the way of the 
cliff. He also showed me how I might know it from the 
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beach, and by what rocks I could distinguish it. I did not 
explore the cave at that time, but I remember that it was 
large, and that my voice echoed strangely when I spoke. 
I remember, too, that a strange fear was upon me, especially 
as in the dim light I saw Eli’s strange form and face, and 
caught the gleams of his wild cross eyes. 

It was to this spot that I determined to go now, and, 
for the time, at least, rest free from Richard Tresidder’s 
persecutions. I think I should have gone away altogether 
and perchance have tried to obtain a post as a common 
sailor; but I thought of Naomi Penryn, and the yearning 
that was in my heart to see her again, and, if possible, to 
speak to her, was so strong, that I was willing to brave 
anything to be near her. 

Granfer Fraddam’s Cave was very lonely. There was 
not a house within a long distance of it ; with the exception 
of two cottages, Pennington was the nearest dwelling. I 
was therefore able to get there unmolested. No one had 
seen me on my journey, because I had kept to the woods 
and fields. I took with me some swede turnips, and when 
I had eaten, not thinking of the strange stories told about 
the cave, I lay down on the shingle and fell asleep and 
dreamt that I was the owner of Pennington, and that I 
went to an old house on the cliffs to woo Naomi Penryn. 

When I awoke I knew not where I was. My mind was 
strangely confused, and there was a sound like unto many 
thunders roaring in my ears. I had a choking sensation 
too, and found it hard to breathe. Then I felt myself to 
be covered with water, while pebbles pelted my face. I 
struggled to my feet, and, my senses coming to me, I under- 
stood the reason. I had not thought of the tide, which 
was now rushing into the cave with terrific force. A great 
fear got hold of me, and, as fast as I was able, I fled into 
the interior of the cavern. It was very dark, but in the 
darkness I fancied I saw strange, moving creatures; and 
at that moment all the stories told about Granfer Fraddam’s 
evil spirit were true to me. A mad desire to escape pos- 
sessed me, but how to do soI did not know. I heard the 
waves thundering up the cave, while a terrible wind drove 
me farther into the darkness. I dared not venture seaward, 


44 THE BIRTHRIGHT 


so, keeping my hand against the side of the cavern, I 
allowed myself to follow the strong current of air. Presently 
the cave began to get smaller; indeed, so narrow was it 
that I could feel both sides at the same time by stretching 
out my hands. All the while the wind blew tremendously. 
At this I wondered much, for it seemed strange to me that 
the current should be strong so far away from the mouth 
of the cave. As I became calmer, I began to understand 
this. I knew that the waves, as they rushed into the 
aperture, must carry with them a great force of wind, and 
that naturally they would drive the air inward. Thus 
that which blew me farther from the sea would indicate 
that there was an outlet somewhere. Unmindful of danger, 
therefore, I followed the wind-current, and shortly found 
myself ascending. The road was slimy and hard to climb ; 
but I struggled on, and ere long found myself in a coppice. 
I looked around me, and remembered the place well. On 
one side was a meadow which belonged to a fisherman 
named Ikey Trethewy—a strange, silent man who spoke 
but little, and who possessed a fast-trotting horse. On the 
other side the coppice sloped up to a spongy headland, 
where a curious kind of grass grew, and rabbits dug their 
holes and frolicked on summer nights. 

I had passed the place often, and had never thought 
much about it. The little patch of trees and thick under- 
growth which grew in a kind of sheltered gully seemed of 
no importance; but now the place possessed a strong 
interest for me. 

The coppice was much sheltered, but the wind, as it came 
through the hole, made a wild moaning sound. This 
explained many of the stories I had heard. It was very 
dark by this time, and although it was summer, the sky 
was covered with black clouds, and I heard the wind and 
sea roaring furiously. I had no sooner reached the head- 
land than I knew a storm of great violence was raging. 
After some hesitation I made my way towards Betsey 
Fraddam’s cottage, 
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CHAPTER V 


AME ie I entered Betsey’s cottage she was sitting with 

her son beside the open fireplace, watching a 
crock which steamed over a wood fire, and from which 
came a strange smell. 

“Twas cowld and wet at Granfer’s Cave, I spoase? ’”” 
was her first greeting. 

Now, how she knew I had been in the cave I know not, 
neither will I pretend to explain; at the same time, I felt 
rather fearful at the thought that she should have been 
aware of the place where I had spent the day, when no one 
had told her. 

“How do you know where I have been? ” I asked. 

“How do I knaw? ” sneered Betsey. ‘‘ How dol knaw 
everything ? ” 

So I said no more, but looked towards a loaf of bread 
which lay on the table. 

“Iss ; you’ve ’ad nothing but a swede turmut, and that 
edn’ ’rastlin’ mait,” said Betsey. ‘‘ You do look vine and 
faint, too. ’Ere’s summin that’ll do ’ee good, my deear ”’ ; 
and going to a cupboard, she took a two-gallon jar and 
poured out a quantity of liquor. ‘‘ There; drink that,’ 
she said, putting it before me. 

It was raw spirits, and when I had swallowed one mouth- 
ful I could take no more ; it was too strong for me. 

“Aw, aw!” laughed Betsey; “’tes nearly as strong 
as the broth I do make, edn’ it, then? Here, Eli, put some 
milk in the pan, and het it for un. ‘Ee was in the pillory 
yesterday, and seed Richard Trezidder, and Neck Tre- 
zidder, and Emily Trezidder, and another maid, a very 
purty one. Then ’ee runned away, and after that got to . 
Granfer’s Cave. Make a good quart of eggiot for un, Eli. 
That’ll be better’n sperrits. “Ee’s too waik for that.” 

Then Eli got the milk, and began to beat up eggs in a 
basin, grunting strangely, while he watched me with his 
wild-looking eyes. But I did not speak, for I did not care 
to talk with Betsey ; besides, I felt cold and ill. 

“I knaw what you be thinking,” said Betsey; “ you 
be wonderin’ how I got so much sperrits. Well, p’raps I 
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shall tell ’ee zoon. We sh’ll zee, Jaspar, we sh’ cee.” 
And with that the old crone chuckled. 

Then Eli came to me, and felt me, and fondled me. He 
smoothed my wrists where they had been bruised the day 
before, and got some ointment which he rubbed around 
my neck. When the milk-and-egg was ready he poured 
it into a huge basin and put it before me. 

“J’d ’a’ killed un ef you wos dead,” he repeated many 
times, until I wondered at his apparent love for me. 

After I had drunk what Eli had prepared I felt better. 
My head began to get clear again, and my strength came 
back to me. 

““Naow,” wheedled Betsey, when I had finished, “ tell 
me oal about et. Tell me, Jaspar, my deear.” 

“ You know everything,” I replied. 

“No, not everything. Tell me, for ould Betsey’ll ’ave 
to ’elp ’ee, my deear.”’ 

So I told her all I thought it necessary for her to know, 
and then waited for her to speak. 

“Do ’ee knaw what this do main, Jaspar ? ”’ said Betsey, 
when I had finished. 

“He bait ’em boath, boath!” laughed Eli, gleefully. 

“ Now, Eli,” said Betsey, ‘“ hark to Jaspar, and hark to 
me. Now tell me, Jaspar.” 

“T think I know,’ I said. 

“He mus’n’t knaw that you’ve come back to St. Eve,” 
said Betsey. ‘‘I tell ’ee, you mus’n’t show yer faace. 
"E’'ll never rest till you’m out ov the way. Wot be ’ee 
goin’ to do?” 

“Tl go back ta Granfer Fraddam’s cave. No one can 
find me there.” 

“ Tha’s true; but what ’bout yer mait ? ” 

“Yl bring un mait,” said Eli. “I'll bring un mait. 
I knaw, I knaw!” and the poor gnome laughed joyfully. 

“ But that caan’t last,” said Betsey. “Two months 
more an’ winter’ll be ’ere. Besides, you caan’t git back 
Pennington by stayin’ in a cave. You know what you 
promised yer vather, Jaspar; you zaid you wudden rest 
night nor day till you got back Pennington.” 

“T remember,” I said. 


THE BIRTHRIGHT 47 


“ Bezides,” cried Betsey—then she stopped, and looked 
at me steadily. She had keen, whitey-grey eyes, which 
shone very brightly. ‘‘ Do ’ee knaw who thicky maid wos 
that you zeed in Fa’muth ’esterday ? ” 

I shook my head. 

“Purty, edn’ she ? ” sniggered Betsey. ‘‘ She’s for Nick 
Trezidder, my deear, tha’s wot she’s for. Her vather and 
mawther’s dead, my deear, and she’ve got piles 0’ money, 
an’ Richard Trezidder es ’er guardian, an’ they main ’er 
to marry Nick. Her vather was Squire Penryn, my deear, 
an’ ’e was killed, an’ ’er mawther died a bit agone, so the 
Trezidders ’ev got ’er body and soul.” 

“How do you know? ” I asked. 

“°Ow do I knaw!” sneered Betsey. ‘‘’Ow do I knaw 
everything?’ And this was the way she always answered 
when I asked her such a question. 

“Where is her home ? ” I asked. 

“Where? Up the country somewhere on the north 
coast. A big ’ous cloas to the say, my deear.” 

“But Penryn is close to Falmouth.” 

“Nother branch ov the fam’ly, my deear; but ther’, 
she’s nothin’ to you. She’s good, she’s purty, an’ she’s 
rich, but she’s for Nick Trezidder. Thews Trezidders do 
bait the Penningtons, don’t em?” And Betsey laughed 


ain. 

I held my tongue, although Betsey’s words hurt me like 
knife-stabs. 

“‘ Well, and when winter do come, what be ’ee goin’ to do 
then, Jaspar, an’ ’ow be ’ee goin’ to git ’nough to buy back 
Pennington ? ” 

“T must think, Betsey,” I said. ‘‘I must think. But 
I'll do it—I’ll do it!” 

“ Aisy spok’, but not so aisy done. How?” 

“Tl help un,” said Eli. 

“You! ’Ow can you ’elp un?” 

Eli only hugged himself and laughed, as though he were 
tickled. After that, little was said that I can remember. 

Before daylight came I went back to the cave. Looking 
back now, my conduct seems foolish in the extreme. I 
could do no good by staying in the cave—I could not get 
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an inch nearer my purpose. It would have been far more 
sensible to have sailed to some distant land and sought for 
fortune. And I will admit that I was tempted to do this, 
and should have left St. Eve but for a strange longing to 
be near Pennington, knowing asI did that Naomi Penryn 
was there, and that, although I had never spoken to her, 
I loved the dear maid every hour of my life more and more. 

One day—I think it was about a week after I had taken 
up my abode in the cave—I was sitting at its mouth and 
looking across the narrow bay, and watching the tide come 
up, when I was strangely startled. I remember that in 
dreaming of Naomi Penryn a feeling of despair had come 
into my heart, for I saw no chance whatever of ever seeing 
her again, much less of speaking to her. Besides, even if 
it were possible for me to win her love, I had noright to do 
so. Pennington seemed further from my grasp than ever, 
while Richard Tresidder’s hold on it grew stronger day by 
day. I was thinking of these things when I saw, two or ~ 
three hundred yards out at sea, standing on a rock, a 
woman’s form. The rock was a large one, and went by 
the name of “ The Spanish Cavalier.” It rose from the 
beach to the height of fifteen feet, and was never covered 
save at high tides. There was, moreover, a curious place 
in the rock, not unlike an armchair, in which one might 
sit and watch the shining waves. All around it were 
grouped a number of smaller rocks, which boatmen always 
avoided, because driving on them was dangerous. 

As I said, I saw on ‘‘ The Spanish Cavalier”? a woman’s 
form, and above the sound of the breakers I heard a cry 
for help. I did not hurry to the rescue, for the delay of a 

few seconds could’ make no difference. The base of the 
rock was now several feet under water ; besides, I was not 
sure what it meant. At first I could not discern who the 
woman was, and fancied it might be one of the daughters 
of Squire Archer, or perhaps Emily Tresidder. But then, 
_I thought, they would know the coast, and would not allow 
themselves to be caught by the tide in such a way. On 
looking again, however, my heart gave a great leap—the 
woman on the rock was Naomi Penryn. A feeling of joy 
surged through me. At last I had my chance! I should 
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be able to speak to her without let or hindrance. Seemingly 

there was no other help than my own near, and I rejoiced , 
that it was so. There was no real danger, but she needed 
my help, and that was all I cared for. So I plunged into 
the water, and was able to wade nearly all the way to her. 
She saw me coming, and I think my presence gave her 
confidence. 

“Do not be afraid,” I said, as I came up; “ there is no 
danger. I can easily take you to the shore.” 

By this time, only my head was visible above the water ; 
but she recognized me. I saw that she shrank from me, 
too, as though she were afraid. At this a coldness crept 
into my heart, for I remembered where I stood at the only 
time she had seen me before. 

“T will not hurt you,” Isaid; “I know my way among 
the rocks, and I can take you easily.” 

She looked at me again, doubtfully. Most likely she 
remembered what the Tresidders had said. 

“JT will be very careful,” I went on ; “ and you had better 
come quickly, for the tide is rising every minute. I know 
you distrust me, for the Tresidders hate me; but if I did 
not desire to help you I should not have come to you, for 
when they know where I am I shall be in danger.” 

She lifted her head proudly, as though I had angered 
her; then she looked at me again steadily, and came 
towards me. 

“Ts the water very deep ? ”’ she asked. 

“Tt is over five feet here,” I replied, ‘‘ but it is shallower 
a few yards nearer the shore.” 

- “ You are sure you can swim with me to shore? ” she said. 

“T shall not try,” I said. “If you will let me, I will 
hold you above my head. You are not heavy and I——” 
then I hesitated, for I did not want to boast. 

“Yes, I know you are very strong,” she laughed, half 
fearfully I thought ; “ but how can you do this? ” 

“ Look,” I said ; “ if you will stand on my right shoulder, 
so”’—and I placed my back against the rock. ‘“‘I am 
afraid your ‘feet will have to be wet, just a little. There, 
that is it ; now hold my hands ” ; and I lifted my hands as 


high above my head as I could. “ 
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She did as I bade her ; thus we both stood with our faces 
towards the shore, she on my shoulder and stooping a little 
in order to hold my hands tightly. 

It was joy unspeakable to feel the little fingers in mine, 
for this was the first time that my flesh touched hers, and 
with the touch a thrill of gladness, the like of which I had 
never felt before, passed through my whole being. 

I carried her safely. At that time rocks and roaring 
breakers were nothing to me; the buffeting of the waves 
against my body I felt not one whit! I think.she must 
have felt my great strength, for when I had carried her a 
few vards she laughed, and the laugh had no fear. 

“You feel quite safe ? ’”’ I asked presently, when I had 
got away from the rocks. 

“‘ Quite safe,’ she replied ; and so I carried her until I 
stood on the smooth yellow sand ; and although the waves 
still broke, I felt their force not at all, for the thought of 
her trusting me made my sinews like willow thongs. 

Right sorry was I when the water no longer touched my 
feet, and I must confess that I lingered over the last part 
of the journey, so pleasant was my burden, and so glad a 
thing was it to feel her fingers fastening themselves around 
mine. Perhaps she regarded me as she might regard a 
fisherman who had rendered her a similar service; but it 
did not matter. I, whom she had seen pilloried as a 
vagrant and a street brawler, held her fast, and my love 
grew stronger minute by minute. 

I shook myself after I had put her down, and I was sorry 
I had done so immediately afterwards, for I could see that 
my condition made her sorry for me, and I did not want 
to be pitied. 

“You must get dry clothes at once,” she said. 

“T have none,” I said unthinkingly, “save my jacket 
and waistcoat, which lie on yon rock.” 

“ But you will be very cold.” 

I laughed gaily. ‘It is nothing,” I said. ‘The sun 
will not go down for three hours yet, and before that time 
my rags will be dry.” 

“TI am very thankful to you,” she said. ‘I cannot 
swim, and but for you I should have been drowned.” 
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“Oh, no,” I replied; ‘“‘ you could have climbed to the 
top of the rock, and waited till the tide went out again.” 

“No; I should have been afraid. You have been very 
kind. I was foolish to get there, but it was very tempting 
to climb on the rock and sit and watch the sea. I must 
have fallen asleep in the sun, for I remembered nothing 
until I felt the cold water beat on me.” 

“T was not kind,” I said roughly. ‘I thought first it 
was Emily Tresidder. Had it been, I should not have gone.” 

“Yes, you would,” she said; “‘ you have a kind face. 
Besides, you should not hate the Tresidders. Mr. Tre- 
sidder is my guardian.” 

“T am sorry for you,” I replied. 

She looked at me steadily, but did not speak. 

“T know what you are thinking about,” I went on. “I 
was pilloried at Falmouth when you saw me before, and I 
just escaped being flogged before the crowd. Even now, 
I suppose, I am being searched for.” 

“Indeed you are. Do you think you are safe in staying 
here?” 

“Tt doesn’t matter, I suppose. I shall soon be taken.’’ 

“Why do you think so? ” 

“You will, of course, tell Tresidder where I am, and 
then my liberty must soon come to an end.” 

I hated myself for speaking so, for I saw her lips tremble, 
as though I had pained her. 

“Ts not that unkind?” she said presently, ‘‘ and do 
you not judge the Tresidders wrongly? Have you not 
provoked them to anger? ” 

“They have told you about me, then; they have told 
you that I am a thief, a vagabond, a bully ? ” 

She did not reply, but I knew from the look on her face 
that I had spoken the truth. 

For a second there was a silence between us; then she 
said, “I thank you very much. And now I must go back 
to Pennington.” 

“Not until you hear my story,” I said eagerly. 

“Why should you tell me ? ” she asked. 

“Because I do not wish you to judge me wrongly,” I 
replied. 
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She did not speak, but looked at me as if expecting me 
to go on.. So [ told her my story. 

‘And this is true? ’’ she asked eagerly. ‘‘ That is,” 
she said, correcting herself, ‘“‘ you are sure you are not 
mistaken.” 

“ As God lives, it is true,” I replied. ‘‘ Is it any wonder, 
then, that I hate the Tresidders? Is it any wonder that I 
should thrash them as I would thrash yelping, biting curs ? ” 

“Ts it brave for a strong man to pounce upon a weaker 
one?” she asked. 

‘“‘ They were two to one,” I replied ; ‘‘ besides, the street 
was full of people, and he has everything on his side, and I 
am alone, an outcast, a beggar in my own parish.” 

“ But he has the law on his side.” 

‘“ Yes ; and he has twisted the law to serve his own ends. 
He and his mother have used vile tools to cheat me.” 

“ And if you could save up half the worth of Pennington 
you could buy it back ? ” 

“T could demand to buy it back. That is why they have 
tried to ruin me.” 

“And do you say that Nick tried to stab you? ” she 
asked anxiously. 

“T have the knife yet,” I replied. “ His name is on it. 
The mark of the wound is on my chest now.” 

She shuddered ; then she said, ‘‘ Hate always brings 
rnisery, and love always brings joy. You should love your 
enemies.” 

“Yes; if a man will fight openly and fairly, I will not 
hate him. If I wanted to touch an adder with my hand 
I would not catch it by the tail so that it could curl around 
and sting my hand ; I would catch it just behind the head. 
It might writhe and wriggle, but I should know that it 
could not bite me. That is how I want to treat the Tre- 
sidders. You despise me,” I went on; ‘“‘ you see me now 
a thing that has to hide like a rabbit in burrow. Well, 
perhaps it is natural—you live with the Tresidders.” 

“No, I do not despise you,” she said. ‘I feel for you ; 
I am an orphan, just as you are. Of course, Mr. Tresidder 
is very kind to me, but Pennington is not like home ; that 
is *’ Then she stopped, as though she had said more 
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than she had intended. “I felt sorry for you whenI saw 
you in Falmouth. Did—did you see me? ” 

““T saw you—I—I——- Look! There is Nick Tresidder 
and his father coming now. I must away! ” 

We were only partially hidden by the rock at the side 
of which we stood. I could see them with sufficient clear- 
ness to recognizethem. They could see us, but 1 did not 
think it would be possible for them to tell who we were. 

“They are searching for me,” she cried. “I have been 
away from the house a long time.” 

“ Well, go to them,” I suggested, rather bitterly. 

“But they have seen that there are two of us. Do you 
think they know us from this distance ? ” 

“No; we have been partly hidden.” 

“ But if I go, they will ask who has been with me.” 

“Do you not wish to tell them ? ” 

“Tf I do you will be in danger. They think you have 
left the country.” 

“ You can save me if you will,” I cried. 

“T will do what I can!” 

“ Come then,—there, keep behind these rocks until we 
get to the cliffs. Go quickly.” 

She obeyed me, and a few seconds later we stood behind 
a great jagged promontory. 

“Did they see us, do you think?” 

“Yes; they saw us, they could not have recognized 
us ; or I fancy not,” I added, for I had my fears. “‘ But 
come, walk on the shingle, so that they cannot trace your 
footsteps. That is it.” 

We came close to the cave where my clothes lay. These 
I picked up with a feeling of relief. 

“We are safe now,” I said. 

“No,” she cried. ‘‘ They will soon come up, and cam 
easily find us.” 

For she had not seen the mouth of Granfer Fraddam’s 
Cave, although it was close to her. I was glad of this, for 
it assured me of the safety of my hiding-place, and proved 
the opening to be so curiously hidden that a stranger 
might pass it a hundred times without seeing it. So I 
helped her to climb the cliff until I got to a small platform, 
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and afterwards passed along the fissure between the rocks, 
drawing her after me. When she had followed me a few 
steps, she saw how cunningly Nature had concealed the 
place, and, fearful as she was, she uttered a low exclamation 
of pleased surprise. For we could see without being seen, 
even although we were not inside the cave itself. 

Excited as I was—for my heart was beating fast and 
my head throbbed at the same rate—I wondered at my 
good fortune in making her my friend. For her willingness 
to come with me, rather than expose me to the Tresidders, 
showed that she was my friend, and my gladness at the 
thought was beyond all words. At the same time I could 
not help fearing for her. If either Nick Tresidder or his 
father had recognized her, she would be exposed to many 
awkward questionings, which would be hard for her to 
answer. I marvelled greatly, too, that she should have 
understood the situation so easily, and that, in spite of all 
my enemies must have said, she seemed to trust me so 
implicitly. I remembered, on the other hand, that she 
would feel grateful to me for rescuing her from her awkward 
position on ‘‘ The Spanish Cavalier,” and that she would 
be anxious that my action should not bring any harm to 
me. And while this thought did not bring me so much 
pleasure as it ought, it showed me that the Tresidders had 
not altogether poisoned her mind against me. 

_It has taken me some minutes to write down these 
thoughts, but they passed through my mind very rapidly. 

“They cannot see us here? ”’ she said questioningly, 
“nor can they find us ? ” 

“Not unless they know the cave,” I replied. 

“Oh, I hope not,” was her response; and although 
Tresidder was her guardian and Pennington her home, it 
did not feel strange at that moment that she should be 
hiding with me, who was being sought for by the minions 
of the law. 

The sea was by this time getting nearer the foot of the 
cliff, and there was now only twenty feet of shingle between 
water and land. SolI stood and watched; but I could not 
as yet see them, for the promontory, behind which we had 
first hidden, stood between us and them. 
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“Do vou see them ? ” 

“Not yet,” I replied; “‘ they have scarcely had time to 
get here, but I think we shall soon see them.” 

As I spoke I looked on her face, the most beauteous I 
had ever seen ; and when I remembered what she had done 
to shield me, my love grew more fervent. For I had no 
claim on her, save that I had carried her to the shore, 
which of course was nothing. By that I mean to say it 
was nothing for which she should repay me; rather it was 
I who owed gratitude to her, for my joy at serving her 
made my heart leapin my bosom, until I could even then 
have sung aloud for gladness. 

“ Are they coming ? ” she asked again presently. 

“Yes; they are close to us,” I replied; for at that 
penent they had passed the rock by which we had at first 
stood, 


CHAPTER VI 


““- AM sure I saw a man and a woman,” I heard Nick 
Tresidder say. 

“I thought I did, too,” replied his father, ‘‘ but we must 
have been mistaken, I suppose. Of course, they could 
have got behind Great Bear and then kept along under 
the cliff.” 

“Then they must have gone fast, for they are nowhere 
to be seen.” 

“Perhaps they wanted to hurry, to be before the tide.” 

“Yes; I suppose that must be it,” replied Nick doubt- 
fully. 

Sti, I don’t know that it matters. We should not 
have troubled at all if we hadn’t thought it might be Naomi.” 

““No. Where can she be, I wonder? ” 

“She’s a strange girl, Nick. She doesn’t seem to feel 
happy at Pennington, nor does she make friends with 
Emily. You must be careful, my lad.” 

“ Oh, it’s all right—there’s no danger. I say, do you 
know that Jacob Buddle told me he saw Jaspar Pennington 
in the lane outside Betsey Fraddam’s house last night.” 

“T don’t believe it; we’ve got rid of him effectually. 
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But we must hurry on, Nick; we’ve just time to get to 
Granfer Fraddam’s path before the tide gets in.”’ 

“Yes; it’s a good way on. Isn’t Granfer Fraddam’s 
Cave here somewhere ? ” 

“I’ve my doubts whether there is such a place. There 
may have been in the old man’s time, but lots of ground 
has fallen in during the past fifty years. Anyhow, I’ve 
often searched along the coast and could never find it.” 

“But it’s around here that the noises have been heard. 
You know people say it’s haunted by the old man’s ghost.” 

“Well, I’ve never been able to find it.” 

They hurzied on, and I gave a sigh of relief. 

“Are they gone?” asked Naomi. 

“Yes, they are gone; they don’t know anything. It 
will take them a long while to get home. It’s a good 
distance to Pennington by Granfer Fraddam’s path. The 
cliff is steep, too.” 

“T must go now,” she said anxiously. 

“You shall get home before they can,” I said. ‘I will 
take you through another opening. You will know the 
secret of this cave then. You see, I trust you wholly, and 
you will know my hiding-place almost as well as I know it 
myself.” 

“But do you live here? ” 

Then I told her of my daily life—how Eli Fraddam 
brought food to me, and that when winter came I should 
have to make other plans. 

She listened quietly, and said no word, but allowed me 
to lead her up the cave until we reached the copse of which 
I have spoken. We were still hidden from sight, for the 
bushes grew thick, and the trees were large and had abun- 
dant foliage. She held out her hand to say good-bye. 

““T shall remember your kindness,” she said. 

“And do not think too hardly of me,” I pleaded. 
“Remember what I have had to suffer.” 

“T shall think of you very kindly,” was her response. 
“Not that it matters,” she added. ‘‘ We are strangers ; 
most probably we shall never meet again, and my opinion 
cannot help you.” 


“It is more than you can think,” I answered eagerly. 
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“When I saw that look of sympathy on your face as I 
stood in the pillory at Falmouth, it made everything easier 
to bear. Besides, you say you will live at Pennington, 
and I look upon Pennington as my home.” 

“Yes, but surely you will not stay here. If I were you 
I would find work, and I would honourably make my way 
back to fortune.” 

“ But the Tresidders will not allow me,” I replied, stung 
into shame by her words ; ‘“‘ they have always put obstacles 
in my path.” 

“Then I would go where the Tresidders could not harm 
me,” she cried ; and she went away, as though I were the 
merest commonplace stranger—as indeed I was. 

I mused afterwards that she did not even tell me her 
name, although she had no means of knowing that I had 
found it out, nor did she tell me that she would keep the 
secret of my hiding place from my enemies. And, more 
than all this, she bade me leave St. Eve, where I should be 
away from her, although my longings grew stronger to 
stay by her side. All this made me very weary of life, 
and I went back to the mouth of the cave and sat watching 
the sea as it rose higher and higher around ‘“‘ The Spanish 
Cavalier,” and wondered, with a weary heart, what I 
should do. 

When night came on Eli Fraddam brought me food, and 
sat by me while I ate it, looking all the while up into my 
face with his strange, wild eyes. 

“« Jaspar missuble,” he grunted presently. 

“Yes, Eli,” I said; “‘ everything and everybody is 
against me.” 

“Tknaw! I knaw! ” cried Eli, as though a new thought 
had struck him. “I'll ’elp ’ee, Jaspar, I’ll vind out!” 

“ Find out what, Eli? ” 

But he would not answer. He hugged himself as though 
he were vastly pleased, laughing in his low guttural way, 
and after a time took his departure. 

When I was left alone, I tried to think of my plans for 
the future. I saw now that for a year I had acted like a 
madman. Instead of meeting my reverses bravely, I had 
been a coward. I had sunk in the estimation of others as 


58 THE BIRTHRIGHT 


well as in my own. I had loafed around the lanes, and had 
made friends with the idle and the dissolute. I had for- 
gotten that I was a Pennington, forgotten that I was a 
gentleman. 

But what could Ido? MHouseless, homeless, friendless, 
except for the friendship of Eli Fraddam and his mother, 
and practically outlawed, what was there that I could put 
my handto? Icouldnottell. The thought of honourably 
making my way back to fortune seemed a dream impossible 
to be fulfilled. 

For a long time I sat brooding, while the candle which 
Eli had brought burnt lower and lower, and finally went 
out. The darkness stirred new thoughts within me. 
Hitherto I had not troubled about Granfer Fraddam’s 
ghost haunting the cave. The wind, which wailed its way 
up through the cave till it found vent in the copse above, 
explained the sounds which had been heard. But now all 
the old stories came back to me. Did Granfer Fraddam 
die there? and did his ghost haunt this dreary hiding- 
place? Even then I might be sitting on the very spot 
from which his wicked soul had gone to judgment. 

I started up and lit another candle. I looked around 
me, and shuddered at the black, forbidding sides of the 
cavern ; then, leaving the candle to cast its ghostly light, 
I crept towards the entrance. I saw the sea lapping the 
black rocks, and heard its dismal surge. A rushing noise 
whirred past me, and it seemed as though a hand struck 
my face. Directly afterwards I heard a cry which made 
the blood run cold in my veins. Most likely it was only a 
seagull I had frightened from its resting place among the 
rocks, but to me it was the shriek of a lost soul. 

Trembling, I found my way back to the cave again, 
where the candle still burnt, and cast its flickering light 
around. I was afraid to stay there any longer, and deter- 
mined toget out by way of the copse. I had gone but a 
few steps in this direction when I saw what had hitherto 
escaped my notice. This was a hole in the side of the cave, 
large enough for anybody to pass easily. For a moment 
curiosity overcame my fears, and I made my way towards 
it. Holding my candle close to the aperture, I found that 
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I was away from the current of air, and that this was the 
entrance to another cave. But it was different from the 
one in which I had been hiding. It looked as though it 
had been hollowed out by the hands of man rather ‘than 
by nature. This fact lessened my ghostly fears, and I 
entered. In doing so I thought I detected a strange smell. 
A minute later, and my astonishment knew no bounds. 
Lying at my feet in this inner cave were ankers of spirits 
and wines. I afterwards discovered many other things— 
great packages of tobacco, and bales of stuff which at that 
time I did not understand. It was evident that Granfer 
Fraddam’s trade had not been abandoned, although it was 
generally understood that smuggling was not carried on 
to any extent in the neighbourhood of St. Eve. It is true 
that many things were obtained in the neighbourhood 
which the Preventive officers could not account for, and I 
often heard references to Jack Truscott’s gang, who defied 
the law and did many wild deeds down by the Lizard and 
- at Kynance. At Polventor the Preventive men were 
very keen—so keen that the dozen or two fishermen who 
lived there were not, as far as I knew, in any way suspected 
of unlawful deeds. And Polventor was the only fishing 
village within three miles of our parish where it seemed 
possible for smuggling to be carried on. 

Not that we thought hardly of the smugglers, even of 
Jack Truscott and his men. We all regarded the law as 
very unjust, and as many things were obtained in the 
parish very cheaply through them, we winked at their 
doings. At thesame time, as far as 1 knew, no one dreamed 
of smuggling being carried on near the coast of St. Eve. 
Thus it was that Granfer Fraddam’s Cave was a mere 
tradition, and many people thought that the King’s officers 
ought to ‘be removed to some other part of the coast where 
there would be some necessity for their existence. 

I thought long of these things, and could not help con- 
cluding that this cave was used as a storage-place by some 
smuggler’s gang. Probably it was one of Jack Truscott’s 
many hiding places, and would be used by him when the 
Government spies were busy watching elsewhere. 

Anyhow, my discovery made me think of the place more 
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as the home of the living than of the dead, and my fears 
were dispelled. It is true my solitude might at any time 
be broken by a gang of desperate men, but that did not 
trouble me. So I fetched the blanket which old Betsey 
had lent me and took it into this inner cave, and after a 
while went to sleep. 

Eli Fraddam brought food to me again in the morning, 
but I did not tell him what I had discovered through the 
night, nor did I encourage him to stay. Usually he sat 
with me for hours, and talked with me in his strange, dis- 
connected way, but this morning, seeing that I wanted to 
be alone, he left me. All through the day I tried to make 
up my mind what to do, but no feasible plan presented 
itself. I did not fear any difficulty in getting food and 
clothes, but how to raise money to buy back Pennington I 
knew not. 

Towards evening I left the cave and clambered down the 
rocks until I got to the beach. I had scarcely done so 
when a package lying by a rock caught my eye. I tore off 
the wrapper, wondering what it was, and saw that it con- 
tained food. I eagerly examined it, and presently saw a 
scrap of clean white paper. This is what I read :— 

**To stay where you are must be useless. Search has not been 
abandoned, for you have been seen. There can be no hope of 
success while you remain in St. Eve. You saved me, and I would 
help you. Good-bye.” 

Now this comforted me greatly, for it told me that 
Naomi Penryn had not forgotten me, and that she felt 
friendly towards me. The food, delicate as it was compared 
with what I had been eating, I cared not for, save only that 
she had brought it. My excitement took away all desire 
for food, and again I went back to the cave to think of 
what I should do. For this thought came constantly into 
my mind: the Tresidders intended her for Nick, and my 
determination was that she should never marry him. More- 
over, I fancied, from her own words, and from what I had 
heard Richard Tresidder say to his son, that she was not 
happy at Pennington. If I went away I should be power- 
less to help her, should she need help. She was but a girl 
of eighteen, and she was wholly under the control of the 
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Tresidders. Yet how could I help her by remaining where 
I was? 

After some time I settled on a plan: I would leave my 
cave before it was light, and walk to Fowey. When there, 
I would try and get a place as a sailor. By the time the 
first voyage was over I should no longer be sought for by 
the Tresidders, and the affair at Falmouth would be for- 
gotten. I would then come back and see if Naomi Penryn 
needed help. I should not be away more than a few 
months, and I did not think that Nick Tresidder or his 
father would seek to carry out their plans concerning her 
for at least a year. 

I had scarcely settled this in my mind when I heard 
voices outside the cave. Wondering what it might mean, 
I crept to the opening, and, looking out, saw Richard 
Tresidder and his son Nick talking with two Preventive 
men. A great rock hid me from their sight; moreover, 
I was several feet above them. 

“You say you’ve searched all around here for a cave? ” 
asked Richard Tresidder. 

“‘ All around, sur,” replied one of the officers. ‘‘ Ther’s. 
smugglin’ done ‘long ’ere right ’nough, but I’ve my doubts. 
*bout Granfer Fraddam’s Caave as et es called. Ther’s 
not an inch ’long the coast here that we ’ain’t a-seed ; we’ve 
found lots of caves, but nothin’ like people do talk about. 
As for this cove, where people say et es, why look for yer- 
self, sur, ther’s no sign of it. Wecan see every yard of the 
little bay here, but as for Granfer Fraddam’s Cave, well, 
that’s all wind, I’m a-thinkin’.” 

‘I’m of the same opinion myself. Still, I thought we 
had better come and make sure; that was why I asked 
you to meet me hete.”’ 

“ That’s oal right, sur; glad are we to do anything to 
’elp ’ee. But ther’s places furder down, sur, and they must 
be watched.” 

“Do you not think you are mistaken ? ” I heard Richard 
Tresidder say. ‘‘ There has been no smuggling done here 
since Granfer Fraddam’s days.” 

“But there es, Maaster Tresidder. Not a week agone 
a boat-load of sperrits was landed at Polventor.” 
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“At Polventor! Why, I thought you kept a sharp 
look-out there. Besides, only fisher folks live there.” 

‘Iss, but tes they fishermen that do do et. Ye see, 
they go out so they zay to catch fish, and then afore mornin’ 
they do come across the big smugglers’ boats, and taake 
the things to the coves they do know ’bout. They be all 
ov a piece, Maaster TreSidder.” 

“Well, keep a sharp look-out, Grose, and bring them to 
me, and I will keep them from breaking the law during the 
next few months.” 

“T’m glad we’ve ’ad this ’ere talk, sur, you bein’ a 
majistraate. But we must be off, sur.” 

“Good afternoon. By the way, if you call at Pennington 
to-night about ten, I shall be glad to see you. You will 
perhaps be able to report progress by that time.’ 

“ Thank ’ee kindly, sur. Good afternoon.” 

Richard Tresidder and his son Nick then sat down on a 
rock near, and, when the Preventive officers were out of 
sight, laughed merrily. 

“‘T wonder if they know that the grog they have drunk 
at Pennington was made of smuggled brandy?” asked 
the father. 

“Not they. Why, you are noted for your hardness on 
law- breakers.” 

“ Just so. By the way, you have heard no more about 
Jaspar, I suppose? I heard last night he was hiding in 
Granfer Fraddam’s Cave ; that was why I got those fellows 
to search for the place.” 

“Nothing definite. It is believed that he is around here 
somewhere, but where I do not know. The fellow is mad, 
I think. It would be better for him to clear off altogether. 
The sentence is a flogging, and then another trial, is it 
not?” 

“Yes; but nothing is being done. His last chance is 
gone. What can a lad, without money, home, or friends, 
do? Nick, you have your chance. A rich wife, and three 
years to win her in, my lad. I am her guardian till she’s 
twenty-one, and I’ll take care no one else gets her. A 
pretty girl is Naomi, too; rather awkward to manage, 
and hot of temper, but all the more suitable for you.”’ 
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“ But she does not like me,” replied Nick. 

“Make her like you, my boy. Be diplomatic and play 
to win. Besides, you must win! ” 

“Did you notice her manner last night? I asked her 
where she had been, and she seemed to regard my question 
as a liberty. And did you see how eagerly she listened 
when we were talking about Jaspar afterwards.” 

“But she knows nothing about him. She never saw 
him.” 

“Yes ; she saw him pilloried in Falmouth. She thinks 
he has been badly treated. She has all sorts of quaint 
notions about justice.” 

“ Of course—all young maidens have; that is nothing. 
At the same time, Nick, this shows you must be careful. 
I do not want any complications in our plans for getting 
her money; and mind you, that money I must have, or 
we are all in deep water.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“This. We cannot legally raise sixpence on Penning- 
ton. There are simply the rents. Well, this split up into 
several parts is very little. So——”’ he hesitated. 

““So what? ” asked Nick eagerly. 

“IT have speculated.” 

“On what?” 

“On mines. So far, they have turned out badly. I 
am involved in a heavy outlay. At first success seemed 
certain. It may turn out all right now—I do not know; 
but I tell you I’m neck deep—neck deep. I can hold on 
for a year or so; then you must get Naomi’s money, or all 
is lost.” 

“But you have her money? ”’ 

“Yes, and as her guardian I have to give an account 
of it.” 

** Look here, father, tell me all about it. I do not like 
acting in the dark. How and why did Naomi come to 
Pennington, and what is the true condition of affairs ? 
I want to know.” 
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CHAPTER VII 


ICHARD TRESIDDER slowly filled his pipe, and 
seemed to be collecting his thoughts before telling 
his son what’ was in his mind. 

“Her home, as you know, is at Trevose, not far from 
Trevose Head,” he said presently. ‘“‘ The house is built 
of greystone, as lonely as a churchyard, and as bleak as a 
mountain peak. It seems a mad idea to build a big house 
like that on a rocky eminence; but the Penryns have 
always been a strange people. However, it is said that 
the Penryn who built the house, back in Oliver Cromwell’s 
days, kept ships for strange purposes, and that he had 
curious dealings with ‘ gentlemen of fortune.’ ”’ 

“Pirates do you mean? ” 

“ Better let them be unnamed. Anyhow, from the 
tower of the house you can see many miles up and down 
the coast—as far as Bude Harbour on the one hand, and 
Gurnard’s Head on the other. There is some very good 
land belonging to the estate, too.” 

“Much? ” asked Nick. 

“More than belongs to Pennington by a long way, 
my boy.” ; 

“Well, go on.” 

“The Penryns have always been a hot-tempered race, 
and Naomi’s father was no exception to the rule. He was 

‘the only child, too, and, from what I can gather, spoiled. 
Well, he waited until he was over thirty before he found a 
wife ; indeed, both his parents were dead before he saw 
Naomi’s mother.” 

‘“* And who was Naomi’s mother ? ” 

“She was a widow of a cousin of mine, George Tre- 
sidder of Lelant.”’ 

“Well? ” ‘ 

“She had what most women possess, a nasty rasping, 
irritating tongue, and a temper that would have done 
credit to Beelzebub’s wife, if there is such a lady. I have 
managed a good many women in my day, but never one 
who was so difficult as she. Anyhow, John Penryn and 
she lived a cat-and-dog life. He could not bear being 
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crossed, and she was everlastingly opposing him. He was 
the soul of generosity, and directly after his marriage 
made a most generous will. He left everything uncon- 
ditionally to his wife.” 

“Go on. You are woefully slow,” cried Nick. 

“They had been married about ten months when a 
fearful thing happened. You were very young at the 
time, and would, of course, know nothing about it. Penryn 
had a quarrel with his wife. It was simply terrible, and 
the servants were much frightened, especially as John’s 
wife was soon to become a mother. She taunted him 
with being unfaithful to her, and irritated him so with 
invective and abuse that, forgetting everything, he tried 
to crush her by brute force. Of course, in her state this 
was a mad thing to do, especially as she was very weak and 
delicate. She fell like one dead on the floor. A doctor 
was sent for, and he declared that life was extinct. I 
suppose the poor fellow’s anguish was terrible ; and when 
he heard of the doctor’s words, he seemed to lose his senses 
altogether. That night he committed suicide.” 

“ Suicide! ”’ cried Nick. 

“Yes ; he threw himself over the cliffs at Trevose Head. 
Of course the business was hushed up, and it was made out 
to be an accident; but no one was deceived.” 

“ But about the woman? ” 

“Well, I suppose she lay like one in a trance for some 
considerable time, and it is said that all arrangements 
were made for her funeral. Presently, however, she gave 
signs of life, and in course of time Naomi was born.” 

“And the mother lived? ” 

“Yes, she lived and enjoyed a fair amount of health. 
I suppose, too, that her conduct improved—at least, I was 
told so; still, as I said, I found her difficult to manage.” 

“ But you did manage her? ” 

““ When I set my mind on a thing I generally do get my 
own way; but I think it would have been impossible in 
this case but for mother.” 

“What, granny?” 

“Yes. She took the matter in hand, and together we 


got on fairly well.” s 
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“Yes, but by what means did you establish a claim on 
her sympathies? She had other relations ! ”’ 

“Tt would take a long time to tell. Indeed, it has been 
a work of years. I’ve had to visit Trevose many times, 
and have suffered more abuse than I care to tell about. 
However, before she died the will was made all right.” 

“How?” asked Nick eagerly. 

“Well, in this way. Everything is given to Naomi, and 
I am constituted her sole guardian. She cannot marry 
until she’s twenty-one without my consent.” 

yk Stee” 

“ Tf she dies, everything comes to me.” 

“What |” 

“Yes. Mother worked that. I despaired of reaching 
the point; but you know what your granny is. She 
pleaded that I was a cousin, and a hundred other things. 
Besides, mother has a strange power over people.” 

“Then it seems to me everything is safe.” 

“Yes, if matters go right. She is now eighteen ; if you 
marry her before she’s twenty-one all’s well, but if not, 
then, when she arrives at that age the lawyer who has to 
do with the estates will naturally want everything explained. 
Naomi is a sharp girl, and I shall have to give an account 
of my stewardship.” 

“Her mother was a Catholic, I suppose? ” 

“Yes; that was a difficult point. Still, we promised 
that Naomi’s religious views should not be interfered with, 
and also that a priest shall visit the house occasionally.”’ 

“ He will want her to marry a Catholic.” 

“Undoubtedly ; but, honestly, I don’t believe Naomi 
troubles about fine distinctions in religious beliefs.’’. 

They sat for a little while without speaking; then 
Richard Tresidder spoke again. 

“ You are a bit in love with her, aren’t you, Nick ? ” 

“More than a little bit, and she knows it, too.” 

“Well, be careful, my boy, be very careful. If we can 
get Trevose—well, it’s a valuable estate, my lad. But we 
must be careful. You are no fool, Nick; Naomi has her ° 
little weaknesses like other folks ; find ’em out and humour 
*em. Now you know how things are; and we must be 
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going or we shall be caught by the tide. There’ll be a 
high tide to-night, too.” 

Then they went away, leaving me to think over what 
they had said. I must confess that my mind was much 
disturbed by their words. I do not pretend to have the 
lawyer-like power of seeing where many things lead to, 
but I did see, or rather I fancied I saw, the meaning of the 
conversation I had heard, and which, according to the best 
of my ability, I have faithfully related. I saw that Naomi 
had been brought to this house because of her money. I 
was sure, too, that every sort of pressure would be brought 
to bear upon her to make her marry Nick Tresidder, and I 
knew that if fair means did not succeed, foul ones would 
be used. And what troubled me most was that I could do 
so little. Evidently the Tresidders were still searching for 
me, and, if I were caught, they would, in spite of the friends 
Istill possessed, try to render me more helpless than ever. 

Besides, how would the poor, helpless maid be able to 
resist the pleadings of Nick Tresidder, backed up as they 
would be by the cunning and stratagem of the woman who 
had caused my grandfather to disinherit his own son ? 
These questions, as may be imagined, greatly exercised 
my mind. Indeed, I forgot all about my plans to travel 
to Fowey in order to get a berth as a sailor. 

Presently night came on, and [J felt faint and weak. I 
remembered that I had eaten nothing for many hours, 
and so I turned with great gladness of heart to the food 
which Naomi had brought with her own hands to the rocks 
which stood at the foot of the cliff under the mouth of my 
hiding-place. When I had eaten, I went into the inner 
cave, and fell asleep. 

How long I slept I know not, but I was awakened by 
the sound of voices and of footsteps near me, and the first 
thing of which I have a clear recollection was a kick on the 
shin, and a voice saying, “‘ Bless my soul ’n body, what es 
this ? ”’ 

I jumped to my feet, and saw two men before me in 
rough seamen’s. clothes, and with high jack-boots. 

“And who might you be? ” asked one presently after 
staring at me as if in blank astonishment. 
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By this time I had mastered the amazement which for 
the moment had overcome me, and had surmised who they 
were. Undoubtedly they were the smugglers who infested 
the coast, and who knew the secret of Granfer Fraddam’s 
Cave. Probably they belonged to Jack Truscott’s famous 
gang, and had brought a cargo of goods that very night. 

I measured the men from a wrestler’s standpoint, and 
calculated their strength from the size of their bare arms, 
and the breadth of their chests. All the fear that had 
come into my heart left me. Living men did not frighten 
me. 

“‘T might as well ask who you are,” I replied coolly. 

“Oh, tha’s yer soarts, es et? Well, I think you may, 
es you'll never go out of this ’ere place a livin’ man.” 

“Never go out a living man. Why, pray? ” 

“Well, ’cos you do knaw too much, tha’s why. This 
caave es wot you call convainient. See, sonny? Well, 
ef other people wos to knaw ’bout et, twudden be con- 
vainient.”’ 

“T quite understand. You are smugglers, and wreckers 
most likely. Possibly even worse than that. Perhaps 
you belong to Jack Truscott’s gang. Ah, I see you do, 
Well, your idea is to kill me, because I have found your 
hiding-place.”’ ; 

“That’s ev it. Generally we bean’t cruel men, we 
bean’t. But some things must be done. You zee, dead 
men kip their saicrets well; livin’ ones doan’t. You bea 
curyus-looking cove, ragged ’nough for a vuss cutter, but 
you bean’t owr sort.” 

“No,” I said coolly, “I’m not your sort.” 

“And you'd splet on us the fust fair chance you got, I 
*spect ? ” 

“Probably.” 

“Well, that settles et ; and so——” he drew his finger 
across his throat significantly. 

I must confess that a curious sensation came into my 
heart ; but I did not betray any fear, and after a few seconds 
I was able to speak steadily. 

‘““You’ve done that kind of thing before, I expect ? ” I 
said, watching the spokesman’s face closely. 
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“Sam have done et a vew times,” he said, looking 
significantly at his companion. “I doan’t do et oftener 
than I can ’elp.” 

The man called Sam grinned, as though he was proud of 
his distinction. 

“In cold blood? ” I queried. I kept on asking these 
questions, because I wanted to gain time. I had heard of 
many bloody deeds being done off the Lizard, but, as I said, 
the coast of St. Eve had been regarded as quiet, and free 
from violent men and violent deeds ever since Granfer 
Fraddam died. 

“We'd rather do et in hot fight,” said the man, witha 
curious twitch of his lips, ‘‘a good bit ruther. It do come 
aisier that way ; but there we caan’t allays pick and choose.”’ 

I have not inserted the epithets with which they garnished 

‘their words, neither can I describe the careless way in 
which they spoke of murder. But in my heart came a great 
loathing for them, and I determined not to yield an inch. 

Both men stood between me and the outer cave: one 
held a smuggler’s lantern. The man called Sam whispered 
something in the other’s ear. 

“Do you know what Sam’s been sayin’? ” said the 
smuggler to me presently. 

“e No.” 

“’Fe ses, ‘ Bill Lurgy,’ ses ’e, ‘ tha’s a daicent fella, an’ 
we doan’t want to cut hes windpipe. Git un to jine us.’ ” 

“To join you!” I said with a sneer; for I thought of 
Naomi just then. 

“Oh, I zee. I thot zo. Well, then, that settles it.” 

“Settles what ? ” 

“ This business. You zee, we mus’ be off. I s’poose you 
knaw oal ’bout this caave.” 

ae ‘iy eg,7* 

“‘ Saicret way out?” 

I nodded. 

Sam took a huge knife which hung in a sheaf by his side. 

“ I’m right sorry for this, matey,” said Bill Lurgy. “If 
you’d ’a’ promist to jine us, we cud ’a’ kipt ’ee ’ere till the 
Cap’n comed, an’ then’e might ’ave tooked’ee on. Besides, 
ther’s a special cargo comin’ in d’reckly—defferent to this,” 


70 THE BIRTHRIGHT 


he added, looking at the ankers of spirits in’the cave ; 
fact, it’s a-fortin’ to we pore chaps.” 

“ And I’m to be killed? ” I said. 

“ You mus’ be. Sam Liddicoat ’ll ’ave to do et,” he said, 
as coolly as though I were a chicken he intended to kill for 
a dinner. 

“Then I tell you I’m not,” I said quietly. 

“ How be ’ee goin’ to git away, my sonny? It’s ’bout 
wawn o’clock in the mornin’ now. Nobody’ll come ’ere 
but chaps like we.” 

I made a leap at Sam Liddicoat suddenly, and struck him 
a stunning blow, which sent him with great force against 
the side of the cave. Then I turned to Bill Lurgy. My 
idea was to master him before Sam should recover, and then 
escape up the secret way to the copse. Bill leapt on me 
like a mad bull. ‘‘ Oa, tha’s yer soarts, es et ? ” he cried. 
“ Well, I zed I’d ruther do et in ’ot fight.” 

I had not been struggling with Bill Lurgy more than a 
few seconds before I had mastered him. He went on the 
floor of the cave with a thud, and then I fastened my 
hands around his throat. I felt mad at the moment, and, 
remembering that time, I can quite understand how men, 
when driven to extremities, can forget the sacredness of 
human life. But in mastering Bill I had forgotten Sam 
Liddicoat, whom I had struck down before he was aware of 
my intentions. 

Hearing a sound behind me, I turned, and saw Sam with 
his knife uplifted. But he didnot strike. He was startled, 
as I was, by a voice in the cave. 

“No, Sam, no!” 

We both turned and saw a man about fifty years of age. 
He was below the medium height, and, although hardy and 
agile, apparently possessed no physical strength above the 
average. He had a large head, well shaped, while his 
features were clear-cut and, I thought, pleasing. His face, 
too, was cleanly shaved, and he was dressed with some 
amount of care. The only thing that was strange about 
him was the curious colour of his eyes. They were 
bi grey —so light that sometimes they looked 
white. 


ce 


in 
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He entered the inner cave as though he knew it well, 
and spoke very quietly. 

“What, Sam,” he said, in a honeyed voice, “‘ would you 
’ave done a thing like that ? Strick un down in a moment, 
wethout givin’ ev’n a chance to say hes prayers and to make 
hes paice, so to spaik? No, Sam; that wud never do! ” 

“He nearly killed me, Cap’n,” grunted Sam. 

“Iss, an’ what ef a did? Remember the Scripters, 
an’ turn the other cheek, so to spaik.” 

By this time Bill Lurgy had got up, and, seeming to 
understand the situation, slunk to the entrance of the inner 
cave. 

“ An’ wadn’ you to blaame, too? ” he said, turning to 
me. ‘‘ Never be rash, young man, and remember that a 
soft answer turneth away wrath.” 

I must confess that I was at a loss to understand this 
mild-spoken man, and had not Sam called him ‘‘ Cap’n ” 
I should have thought him one of those foolish people 
converted by the Methodists. 

“Are you Cap’n Jack Truscott?” I asked. 

“Well, and what if I be, sonny? Law, I bean’t per- 
tikler, ya know. S’poase some people do call me Cap’n 
Jack Truscott, or s’poase others do call me Jack Fraddam, 
what doI care? I’mamanases friends weth everybody, 
my deear—tha’s what I be. And you, you be Jaspar 
Pennington, who’ve been robbed of yer rights, my deear.’” 

“How do you know?” 

“How dol knaw? Oa,I pick up things goin’ about, 
I do—lots ov things. I knawed ’ee as soon as I see’d ’ee 
tackle they two chaps. Why, ’twould’a’ gone to my ’art 
for Sam to ’ave knifed ’ee, my deear. You was born to live 
to a good ould age, and die in bed at Pennington, in the 
best room, my deear, with yer cheldern and grancheldern 
oal around ’ee, ould an’ well stricken in eres. Tha’s your lot, 
Maaster Jaspar. Besides, I’m a man of paice, I be; I love 
paice ’n’ quietness ; I like love an’ brotherly ’fection, Ido!” 

I looked at him again in amazement, for I had heard of 
deeds which Captain Jack Truscott had done that were 
terrible enough to make one’s blood run cold. It was 
reported that he had a house in a gully situated in Kynance 
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Cove, which was the meeting place for the wildest outlaws 
of the county. Folks said, moreover, that he owned a 
vessel which hoisted a black flag. 

*“ Ah, I zee, my deear,” said Captain Jack pathetically ; 
* people have bin ’busin’ me. I allays ’ave bin ’bused, 
my deear, but I do comfort myself, I do; for what do the 
Scripters say ?>—‘ Blessed are they that are abused.’ I 
ain’t a-got the words ’zackly, but the mainin’, my deear, 
the mainin’ es right, and that’s the chief thing, edn’ et, 
then ? ” 

In spite of myself the man fascinated me. There was a 
mixture of mockery and sincerity in his voice, as though 
he half believed in his pious sayings ; moreover, he was very 
cool and collected. His white eyes wandered all over the 
cave, and exchanged meaning glances with the two men 
with whom I had been struggling ; but I knew that he was 
watching me all the time. 

“ Well,” I said, ‘‘ what do you intend doing with me? 
You are three to one, and I am unarmed. Still, you will 
find that I’m not to be trifled with.” 

“There, you bespaikin’ vexed now. Wha’s the use of that?” 

“No wonder, when your men were trying to kill me, and 
would perhaps if you hadn’t come just then.” 

“No, they wouldn’t, my deear. I was watching; I 
see’d the man they’d got to dail weth—fresh as paint, my 
deear, and shinin’ like a makerl’s back. Plenty of rail 
good fight ; and I like that, though I be a man of paice, 
Jaspar Pennington, my deear.”’ 

I waited for him to go on, and although I was much 
excited, and scarcely expected to live until morning, I 
managed to meet his white eyes without shrinking. 

“S’posing you go out, Bill and Sam, my sonnies,” said 
Cap’n Jack. “ Don’t go fur away, my deears ; we cudden 
bear that, could us, Jaspar? Do ’ee smok’ then, Jaspar ? 
I zee you do. Lots of baccy ’ere, an’ pipes too. Well, 
this es oncommon lucky. Well, lev us load up, I zay.’’ 

Thinking it well to agree with him, I filled a pipe with 
tobacco and lit it, while Cap’n Jack, with evident satis- 
faction, smoked peacefully. He sat opposite me, and I 
waited for him to speak. 
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CHAPTER VIII 


es HIS edn’ bad bacca, es it, then ? ” remarked Cap’n 
Jack, after he had smoked peacefully for a few 
seconds. 

“No,” I replied ; “as far as I’m a judge it’s very good.” 
I spoke as coolly as I could, although to be truthful I might 
as well have been smoking dried oak-leaves. I could not 
help realizing that my case might be desperate. I had 
heard that Cap’n Jack’s gang were governed by no 
. laws, legal or moral, save those which this man himself 
made. If I failed, therefore, to fall in with his plans, in 
all probability Sam Liddicoat and Bill Lurgy would be 
called in to try and complete the work which they had 
attempted a little while before. I could not understand a 
smuggler, a wrecker, and probably a pirate, with pious words 
upon his lips; the idea of a man whose hands were red 
with crime talking about peace, mercy, and loving-kindness, 
was, to say the least, strange, and I could not repress a 
shudder. 

After his remark about the quality of the tobacco Cap’n 
Jack continued puffing away in silence, occasionally casting 
furtive glances at me. 

At length Cap’n Jack looked at a huge silver watch, 
which he had taken from his pocket, and seemed to be 
making some calculations. 

“ Fine and loanly edn’ et, Jaspar? ” he remarked. 

se Ve Pies 

Me This es a very loanly caave. I thot nobody knawed 
anything ’bout et, ’ciptin’ our chaps and Betsey and Eli.” 

“ Betsey? ” 

“Iss, aw—Betsey do knaw everything. Besides, Granfer 
Fraddam was—you zee et do run in the family! ” 

I said nothing, but I called to mind many things I had 
heard Betsey say. 

“ Anything might be done ’ere, an’ nobody the wiser,” 
he said, with a leer. 

“ Yes.’”’ 

“But I’m a man of paice, I be. A stiddy, thinkin’ 
sort ov man as you may zay. I shudden like for nothin’ 
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to ’appen to you, Jaspar. Tha’s w’y I stopped ’em jist 
now. ’Ow be ’ee thinkin’ to git the money to buy back 
Pennington, Jaspar? ’T’ll be a stiff job, I tell ’ee.” 

I did not reply. 

“T’ve ’eerd oal ’bout et, Jaspar. Ah, I’ve knaw’d they 
Tresidders for a good long while. Deep, deep, sonny, 
you caan’t git ’em nohow. Besides, ’twas ’ard that you 
shud zee thicky purty maid for the fust time when you was 
covered with mud, and egg-yuks, and fastened on to that 
gashly thing, wadn’ et then?” 

I gave a start, and I felt my face crimson. 

“1 shud like to bea friend to’ee, Jaspar, shud. Betsey 
’ave told me "bout ’ee, and I like ’ee, Jaspar. Besides, 
I’m allays a friend to the oppressed I be, allays. I shud 
like to put ’ee in the way of spitin’ they Tresidders, and 
buyin’ back the ’ome that es rightfully yours, that I shud. 
Now, Jaspar, my sonny, I could put ’ee in the way of gittin’ 
‘nough in a year or two to get yer oan. A clain off chap 
like you, with schullership, one as can read ritin’ an’ knows 
figgers like, why, you could, with a bit of tittivatin’, git 
on anywhere—that is, with the blessin’ of Providence, 
so to spaik.” 

“ How?” I asked. 

“Put yerself in my ’ands, Jaspar.” 

“And what do you offer? ” I asked. 

“‘T’ll take ’ee on, tha’s what I’ll do. J’ll taich ’ee a vew 
things. I’ll make a man ov ’ee, Jaspar. You are a vine 
big man, sonny, a match for two or three ord’nary men, 
with schullership, an’ a knowledge of figgers thrawed in. 
You’d soon be my ’ead man, an’ do a big traade.” 

“Tf smuggling were all,” I stammered. 

“Tha’s oal I ask ov ’ee, Jaspar. A bit of smugglin’. 
But s’poase you doan’t. Well, look at that now. S’poase 
you doan’t now. Nick Tresidder ll git that maid es sure 
as eggs—while you fi 

_ “ You'll try to murder me, I suppose.” 

“ Jaspar, I never like violence on a eldest son. It do 
main bad luck, my deear, es a rule; still, we’ve got to go 
‘ginst bad luck, sometimes. But for the fact of your 
bein’ the third of the family of the same naame——” 
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“More than the third,” I interrupted. 

“More than the third ef you like, my deear; but you 
be the third, and oal the world do knaw it’s a bad thing 
to kill a man who’s the third of the same naame. But for 
that I mightn’t have come in when I ded. You zee, 
Jaspar, I’m a religious man, and do send a present to the 
passon every year for tithes, I do.” 

At that time I did not believe Cap’n Jack, but afterwards 
I found that all his gang were afraid to do that which was 
considered unlucky. Cornish people everywhere, I suppose, 
remember the rhyme about killing an eldest son who is 
the third in succession to bear the same christened name. 
Cap’n Jack believed implicitly in the legend, and I have 
heard him repeat it very solemnly, as though he were 
offering a prayer at a funeral, while his gang became as 
solemn as judges. And I have little doubt now that the 
jargon which I will write down had a great deal to do with 
saving me from Sam Liddicoat’s knife. 


‘For if a man shall strike him dead, 
His blood shall be on the striker’s head, 
And while ever he draws his breath, 
His days shall be a fearful death ; 
And after death to hell he’ll go, 
With pain and everlasting woe.” 


** An’ so, you zee,” said Cap’n Jack, “I doan’t want no 
violence weth ’ee, being a merciful and religious man.” 

Now, I must confess that I was in sore straits what to 
do; for be it remembered all my plans seemed poor and 
almost worthless ; at the same time, I loathed the thought 
of accepting Cap’n Jack’s offer. Had I been sureI should 
have to do nothing but help in the smuggling, I would not 
have minded so much, for it is well known that smuggling 
is not regarded by many as wrong, the parsons at St. 
Mawes, and Tressillian, and Mopus having bought smuggled 
goods. Besides, I knew that many had gained wealth in 
this way, and had been thought none the worse because of 
it. But Cap’n Jack was known to be more than a smuggler, 
and, almost desperate as I was, this hindered me. I re- 
membered that in spite of everything I wasstilla Pennington, 
and I thought of what Naomi Penryn would think of me. 
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“Ya zee,” went on Cap’n Jack, “ you needn’t’ave nothin’ 
to do with this part of the country. I do a biggish trade 
down the coast, Jaspar, my deear. Ther’s Kynance, 
now, or a cove over by Logan Rock, and another by 
Gurnard’s Head. Nobody ’ere need to knaw where you be.”’ 

“‘Let me have time!” I stammered. 

“To be sure, Jaspar, my deear,’’ wheedled Cap’n Jack ; 
“‘ then it’s settled. You shall come to my plaace at Kynance 
this very night, you shall. The boys ’ll soon be’ere now. 
A special cargo, Jaspar, ’nough to make yer mouth water. 
Things I bot from a Injun marchant, my dear—cheap. 
And this es a clain off place to put et for a vew days.” 

“‘ Are you sure it’s safe here, Cap’n Jack? ” I said; for 
already I began to be interested in the smuggler’s doings. 

“‘Saafe. Who do knaw about this plaace? ” 

“Betsey Fraddam, and Eli.” 

“Iss, for sure—I knaw they do, else you wudden ’a’ 
knawed. But who besides? ” 

“Mistress Naomi Penryn,” I said. 

Never did I see such a change in any one. He no longer 
had the appearance of a mild and inoffensive man. The 
look of harmless indecision was gone, and all his pious senti- 
ments were flung to the wind. He burst out with a string 
of oaths such as I had never heard before; and which made 
my flesh creep. 

“Tell me all you know of this, Jaspar Pennington,” he 
said presently—‘‘ everything.” 

I told him all I thought necessary. 
oe came in here to keep you from bein’ found, did 
she?” 

ak a ie 

Then he became alittle mild-mannered man again. He 
had grasped the situation in a minute, and he had seen 
more than had come into my mind. He commenced 
smoking again and continued doing so for a few minutes ; 
then he started up suddenly. 

“Sam, Bill, sonnies, come in there.” 

Instantly the two men entered, 

“They're comin’, bean’t ’em.” 

“Iss, Cap'n.” 
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A few seconds later I heard the sound of voices, and 
presently several men entered the cave. 

“All safe, sonnies? ” asked Cap’n Jack. 

“Iss, Cap’n.” 

“‘ Ah, Providence es very good. It’s a vallyable cargo 
ef I ded buy et cheap.” 

‘The men laughed. 

A number of bales of goods were brought into the inner 
cave, but I could not discover what they were. I could 
see that the men were eyeing me keenly, and I thought 
unpleasantly ; but no word was spoken until the cargo 
was unloaded and safely stowed away. 

“Nobody see’d, I s’poase? ” 

““A dark night, Cap’n. No moon, no stars.” 

*‘ Ah, Providence es very good, sonnies,” repeated Cap’n 
Jack; then, turning to me, he said, ‘‘ You'll be wantin’ 
to know who this es? ” 

There was an expression of assent. 

“Some ov’ee do knawun,I reckon. Ah, Ikey Trethewy, 
I see you do, and so do you, Zacky Bunny. This, sonnies, 
is Maaster Jaspar Pennington. You've heerd me spaik 
about un. Well, ’e’s a-goin’ to jine us—laistways, ‘e’s a- 
goin’ to Kynance to-night jist to zee, ya knaw. There, 
you'd better be off, ’cipt Ikey Trethewy. He’s near ’ome, 
’e is. Wait outside a minnit, my dears; we'll be out ina 
minnit.” 

All left the inner cave except Ikey Trethewy, who stood 
watching us as if in wonder. 

Cap’n Jack hunted around the cave for a few seconds 
until he found an ink-horn and a pen. “I do like to kip 
things handy,” he said : “nobody do knaw what'll happen.” 
Then, turning to Ikey Trethewy, he said, ‘‘ You do knaw of 
a young woman who do live up to Pennington—a young 
woman jist come there, called Penryn, I ’speck, Ikey, my 
deear ? ” 

Ikey nodded. 

“ Have ’ee got a bit ov paper, sonny? ” 

“No, Cap’n,” 

“ Ah, tha’s awkard. This ’ll do, I ’spect—a bit of the 
prayer-book. J allays like to carry a prayer-book weth me : 
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’tes oncommon lucky. There, Jaspar Pennington, 
write.” 

I dipped the pen into the ink-horn, and put the paper 
which he had torn from the prayer-book on a flat, smooth 
piece of slate stone. ‘‘ What?” I asked. 

“Write what I shall tell ’ee ; now then— 

“To Miss Naomi Penryn. I} you breathe one word about, 
or come near Granfer Fraddam’s Cave, I am a dead man!” 

I wrote the words as he spoke them. “Is that all? ” 
I asked. 

“Sign yer name, sonny.” 

I did as he told me. 

He took the paper and spelt out the words carefully. 
“* Ah, tes a grand thing to be a schullard,” he said admir- 
ingly. Then he turned to Ikey Trethewy. ‘‘ This must be 
put in that young woman’s hands at once, an’ nobody must 
knaw ’bout et. Mind!” 

“Iss, Cap’n,” responded Ikey. 

“ Now we'll go,” said Cap’n Jack. ‘“‘ Good night, Ikey. 
Ah, tes a good thing to be a man of paice, and full of love 
for one’s fella cretters. Now then, Jaspar.” 

Two men waited for us in the outer cave, and a few 
seconds later I was in a boat bound for Kynance Cove. 

Morning was breaking as we passed the Lizard, and, 
strangely circumstanced as I was, I could not help feeling 
awed as I looked upon the great headland. Little wind 
blew, but the long lines of white breakers thundered on 
the hard, yellow sands, while the low-lying rocks churned 
the sea into foam. 

“Purty, edn’ et, Jaspar?”’ remarked Cap’n Jack. 
“Ave ’ee ever see’d the Lizard afore, my sonny? ” 

“Never, Cap’n Jack.” 

“ Ah, Ill make a man ov ’ee. I’ve a cutter ov my oan; 
not sa big, but a purty thing. She do want a cap’n, 
Jaspar ; one as knaws figgers, an’ can larn navigation. I 
do want a gen’leman by birth an’ a great lashin’ chap 
like you, Jaspar. Wawn as can taake a couple ov ’andy- 
sized men and knock their heads together. Oa, ther’s 
Providence in things, Jaspar.” 

I said nothing, but my heart was sad. I felt as if I 
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were drifting away from Naomi, and that, in spite of myself, 
I was cutting the rope that bound me to her. 

Meanwhile the boats skirted the headland, and I saw the 
recky coves of Kynance in the near distance. 

“Well, we be near home, sonnies,” said the captain, 
“after a safe journey. S’posin’ somebody strikes up a bit 
of song now. Fishermen agoin’’ome ov a mornin’, we be. 
Strick up now, ’Lijah Lowry; you’ve a fine and purty 
voice. Now then, sweet and stiddy, my boy.” 

So Elijah Lowry started a song, and the rest joined in 
the chorus. 

“ Zing, Jaspar,” cried Cap’n Jack, when one verse was 
completed. “ Jinein thecheerful song; let the people zee 
wot a contented, ’appy, law-abidin’ lot we fishermen be. 
Now then, chorus— 

“Thrice the thunderin’ seas did roar, 
Thrice the thunderin’ winds did blow, 
While the brave sailors were rockin’ on the top, 
And the landlubbers layin’ down. below. 
Below, below, below, below, bel-o-o-o-w ! 
And the landlubbers layin’ down below!” 


“Now then, peart and stiddy oal,” cried Cap’n Jack. 
“ An’ seein’ as ’ow Providence ’ave bin sa kind, I do want 
’ee to come up to my ’ouse to-night for supper. Ya knaw 
wot a good cook my maid Tamsin es. Well, she’ll do ’er 
best to-night. Hake an’ conger-pie, roast beef and curney- 
puddin,’ haive to an’ come again, jist like the kurl singers 
at Cris’mas time, my deears. Now then, Jaspar, you 
come ‘long wi’ me.” 

I walked with Cap’n Jack up a deep gully. On either 
hand the sides of the chasm shot up, steeper than the roof 
of a house, while in some places they were perpendicular, 

“‘ Nice’n lew here, Jaspar, my deear. Zee ’ow the things 
do graw. See the ’sparagus twigs, my deear. Like little 
fir-trees, bean’t ’em then. Aw, tes a keenly plaace, this 
es. Do’ee zee thicky ’ouse up there, Jaspar. Tha’s mine 
—an’ Tamsin ’ll be waitin’ for me. Providence took away 
’er mawther, but left Tamsin; an’ Providence was kind, 
Jaspar, for her mawther ’ad a tongue, my deear. Jaw! 
ah, but Tamsin’s mawther ’ad a speshul gift for jawin’! 
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I caan’t zay as ’ow I liked it, but I caan’t deny that she 
was a gifted woman.” 

I could not but admit that Cap’n Jack spoke the truth 
about his house. It was situated on the side of the gorge, 
well sheltered from the winds, yet so placed that from the 
gable windows a broad expanse of sea could be seen. It 
was a well-built house too, substantial and roomy. In 
the front was a garden, well stocked with flowers and 
vegetables. In this garden were two figureheads, supposed 
to represent Admiral Blake and Sir Walter Raleigh. 

“Godly men, both of ’em,” remarked Capn Jack; 
“an’ both of ’em down on Popery. I be oal for a sound, 
solid religion, I be. Sir Walter brought baccy, and the 
Admiral, well ’e polished off the Spaniards and took a lot 
of treasure from the Spanish ships. Some would call un 
a pirate, Jaspar, my deear, but I bean’t that kind of a man. 
No, no, thews furrin’ chaps caan’t expect we to laive ‘em 
go wethout payin’ toll. Here we be, Tamsin, my 
deear!” 

The latter remark was addressed to a stout, buxom girl 
of twenty, who greeted her father warmly, looking at me 
curiously the while. 

“Now, Tamsin, my deear, we want some breakfast. 
Wot'll ’ee ’ave, Jaspar? ’Am rasher, my deear, or a few 
pilchers? Or p’raps Tamsin av got some vowl pie? 
This es my maid, Tamsin, this es, by the blessin’ of Provi- 
dence—my one yaw lamb, tha’s wot she is. An’ I 
forgot,—you dunnaw Jaspar, do ’ee, Tamsin? This es 
Jaspar Pennington, a godly young man who, like Esau of 
ould, ’ave bin rubbed of his birthright an hes blessin’. 
He’s a-goin’ to jine us, Tamsin, ’n’ then ’e’ll git back the 
birthright, an’ laive Nick Trezidder ‘ave the blessin’. Aw, 
Aw! Now then, Jaspar. Haive too, my deear.” 

We sat down to breakfast, and I must confess to eating 
with a good appetite. When I lifted my eyes from my 
plate I saw Tamsin watching me curiously, as though she ~ 
could not quite make me out. Certainly I was not very 
presentable. My clothes were stained and torn, and my 
appearance altogether unkempt. I felt ill at ease, too, 
and did not care to talk much. Besides, in spite of my 
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strange position, I was tired and sleepy. This Cap’n Jack 
-presently noted. 

“Youll want to slaip, Jaspar. Well, Tamsin shall 
give ‘ee a bed, oal down, my deear—make ’ee sleep when 
you doan’t want to. I do veel like that, too. After we’ve 
‘ad a slaip, Jaspar, we'll talk a bit avore the booys do come 
up to supper. A slap-bang supper now, Tamsin, mind 
that.” 

Tamsin left the room to prepare a bed for me, while 
Cap'n Jack pulled off his boots. 

* A clain off maid, Jaspar, clain off. Spruce as a new 
pin, an’ fresh as a new-painted boat. Temper like a lamb, 
Jasper. Ah! she'll be a grand wife fur somebody an’ not 
short of a fortin’ nuther. I’ve been a savin’ man, sonny, 
an “ave bin oncommon lucky in traade. I s’poase Israel 
Barnicoat do want ‘er; an’ Israel’s a braavish booy, but 
Tamsin doan’t take toun. No, she doan’t. Ah, there she 
és. Es Jaspar’s bedready? Tha’s yar sooarts.” 

He gave his daughter a sounding kiss, and went upstairs 
singing— 

“ Her eyes be as blue as the sea, 
Her “air like goulden grain, 
An’ she’ll stick to me, and only me 
Till I come back again. 
Again, again, again, 
Till I come back again.” 


“There, Jaspar, thicky’s the room, and tha’s the bed, 
oal clain an’ purty, my deear.” 

How long I slept I do not know, but it was many hours, 
for I was very tired. Moreover,I had become a stranger 
to a soft, clean bed, and I did not fail to appreciate the one 
Tamsin had prepared. I awoke at length, however, and 
heard a tap at the door. 

“Your new clothes are at the door.” It was Tamsin 
who spoke. 

On getting up and opening the door, I found a pile of 
clothes lying. As far as I could judge they were well made, 
and of good material. They fitted me, too, and I must 
confess that I looked at myself with considerable satis- 


faction when I had dressed myself. I noticed, too, on 
F 
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entering the kitchen, that Tamsin approved of my changed 
appearance. 

‘“‘Father’s gone down to the cove,” she said. 

Her speech was fairly free from the Cornish dialect, and 
her voice was low and musical. 

“He'll not be back for half an hour,’’ she continued ; 
““when he comes I expect he’ll bring the men to supper. 
I want us to have a talk now. Will you tell me why you 
are here? Do you realize what you are doing? Father 
will tell me nothing ; but I cannot believe you know what 
joining his gang means.” 


CHAPTER IX 


S I looked into Tamsin Truscott’s eyes, I could not 
help thinking what a good-looking maid she was. 

She spoke earnestly, too. Evidently she regarded me as 
different from the gang of men whom her father employed, 
and wanted to know the reason of my coming among them. 

Now, I have before said I have never regarded myself as 
a clever man—none of my race have ever been. Honest 
the Penningtons always were; brave too—although I, 
perhaps, am not the one to say it ; but not men who under- 
stand things quickly. Often after I have had dealings with 
folk, it has come to my mind what I ought to have said and 
done—how I might have left some questions unnoticed 
while others I could have answered differently. Lawyer 
Trefry once told me I should never get a living with my 
brains ; I had too much body, he said. I am not ashamed 
to say this. Nay, I have no faith in men who are clever 
enough to giving lying answers instead of true ones. Give 
me a man who speaks out straight, and who knows nothing 
of crooked ways. The men the country needs are not 
clever and scheming, wriggling out of difficulties by under- 
handed ways, but men who see only the truth, and speak 
it, and fight for it if needs be. 

Isay this because it may seem to many that I was foolish 
in telling Tamsin Truscott the truth about myself. But 
I am not clever at answering people, nor could I frame 
answers to her questions which would hide the truth 
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from her. Before we had been talking ten minutes I 
had told her all about myself, except my love for Naomi. 
I dared not speak about that, for I felt I was not worthy 
to mention her name, whose life was far removed from 
unlawful men and their ways. 

“ And so,”’ said Tamsin, “‘ my father has promised that 
you shall win enough money to buy Pennington if you will 
work with him?” 

“That he has,” was my reply. 

“And do you know the kind of life he lives ? ” 

“T have heard,” I replied. 

“And would you feel happy, Jaspar Pennington, if you 
bought back your home by such means? ” 

“ As for that,’”’ I replied, for I did not feel comfortable 
under her words, ‘‘ what harm is there in smuggling ?”’ 

“Tf smuggling were all!”’ she said significantly. 

“But is it not all? ’”’ I queried. 

“Do you think you could gain enough by smuggling ? 
Bill Lurgy has been with my father for years ; does he look 
like a man who could buy Pennington ? ” 

“ He is but a paid servant,’’ I replied. ‘‘ Your father has 
promised that I shall have shares in his profits.” 

A look of scorn flashed from her eyes, which I could not 
understand, and she looked as though she would speak 
again. But she did not; instead the blood coursed up 
into her face, until her very brow became crimson. Her 
hands trembled, too, while her lips twitched so that she 
was unable to speak. 

Now, I could not understand this, especially as a few 
seconds before she had been so eager to talk. 

“Would you advise me to ask your father to release 
me from my promise, then? ” I asked. “I cannot go at 
once without his consent, for I have given my word I will 
stay with him for one month.” 

For answer she caught my hands eagerly. ‘No, no, 
stay!” she said. “I will see to it that you are fairly 
treated. You must not go away!” 

This puzzled me much, but I had no time to ask her 
what she meant, for just then her father and several of 
his men came into the room. 


84 THE BIRTHRIGHT 


There was. great carousing that night at Cap’n Jack’s 
house. A great deal of grog was drunk, and many strange 
things said; and yet I could not help feeling that a kind 
of reserve was upon the party. I could see, too, that many 
of the men did not like me, and I grew uneasy at the ugly 
looks they bestowed. Moreover, I could not help remem- 
bering that, in spite of all, I was a Pennington, and was no 
fit company for such as they. But I could not escape: 
I was hemmed in on every side. 

At the end of a month I began to feel more at home 
amongst my surroundings, and up to that time I was not 
asked to do anything particularly objectionable. It is 
true I helped to bring several cargoes of smuggled goods 
ashore, but that did not trouble me. Moreover, I learnt 
many things about the district of which I had hitherto 
been ignorant. At the end of two months I knew the 
Coast from Gurnard’s Head to Kynance Cove, and had 
also spent a good deal of time in learning navigation, which 
Cap’n Jack assured me would be essential to my getting 
back Pennington. I had no rupture with any of the men, 
and yet I saw I was no favourite. Israel Barnicoat 
especially revealed much venom. I thought at the time 
that he was jealous of Cap’n Jack’s kindness, for I knew no 
other reason why he should dislike me. It is true that, 
until I came, he was regarded as the strongest man in 
Cap’n Jack’s gang, and was angry when he heard some one 
say that I could play with two such as he. 

“T would like to try a hitch with you, Squire,” he said 
one day, when Cap’n Jack had been chaffing him. 

We were standing on the little green outside the Cap’n’s 
house, and several of us were together. I did not want 
to wrestle with him, for it is ill playing a game of strength 
with a man who cannot keep his temper. So I told him I 
would rather he should be regarded as the strongest man 
that Cap’n Jack had. Whereupon he swore loudly, and 
called me a coward, so that I was obliged to accept his 
challenge. I had no sooner thrown off my coat than 
Tamsin came to the door; and when Israel saw her his 
arms became hard, and an angry light shone from his eyes. 

“ Throw off your shoes, Israel,” I said. “ We won’t go 
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in for kicking like the up-country fellows ; let’s play like 
true Cornish lads.” 

Then I took off my heavy boots, and he did likewise, 
although I could see he was not pleased. I waited quietly, 
and let him get his hitch on me first. But he was no match 
for me ; try as he would, he could not throw me, although 
he could see I did not put forth my strength. When I 
had let him do his utmost, I slipped from his grasp, put 
my loins under his body, and threw him on the sward. 


“Bravo!” cried Tamsin. ‘ Ah, Israel, you are but a 
baby in his hands’: and she laughed gleefully. 
“ It was a coward’s throw,” shouted Israel. ‘‘ He struck 


me in the wind with his knee—a coward’s kick ! ” 

“Coward!” I cried. ‘‘ Nay, Israel Barnicoat, I could 
play with two such as you. Let your brother come with you 
and I’ll throw you both.” 

With that Micah Barnicoat came up, and both together 
they leaped upon me; but I caught them as I have seen 
the schoolmaster at Tregony catch two boys, and knocked 
their heads together ; then, with a little trick, I laid them 
both on the sward. 

I do not write this boastingly, because I had nothing to 
do but to use the strength which God gave me. Israel 
Barnicoat and his brother seemed like children in my hands. 
Nor would I have written this, save that it has to do with 
the story of my life. 

Israel looked at me more evilly than ever as he rose to 
his feet, but he said no word, even though the men laughed 
loudly, and Tamsin rejoiced at my success. I liked it not 
however, when that same evening I saw Israel talking 
eagerly with a group of men, each of whom held his peace 
as I came up. This set me thinking, and finally a convic- 
tion laid hold of me that Israel was my enemy, and that 
he would do me evil if he had the chance. 

After I had gone to bed that night I heard the sound 
of voices in the garden, and presently Cap’n Jack left.the 
house. 

“ Where’s the Squire ? ” I heard Israel Barnicoat say— 
they had called me Squire from the first. 

“Been in bed more’n an hour,” was the reply. 
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“ Look ’ere, Cap’n Jack,” said Israel, “ we’ want to spaik 
plain. Why is he to be put afore we? Here ’e es, livin’ 
at your ’ouse as ef ’e was yer son. He ain’t got to do no 
dirty work. Oalwewantes fair play. Laive ’edo loustrin’ 
jobs same as we do.” 

“Be I cap’n? ” asked Cap’n Jack. 

‘Iss, you be; but we chaps ’ave got our rights, tha’s 
wot I zay. Wot’s ’e mor’n we?” 

“ Be I a fool, Isreael Barnicoat ? ” asked Cap’n Jack. 
“ Caan’t I zee wot’s good fur usoal? He’s larnin’ naviga- 
tion—wot fur? Ain’t us got aship that’ll need navigatin’ ? 
We want a man as knaws figgers an’s got schoolin’; ’ave 
you got et? We want somebody as can play the gen’'le- 
man; can you do et? Billy Coad es too ould to taake 
command ov the Flyin’ Swan much longer ; well, wot then ? 
Who’s to do et? You knaw we caan’t ’ford to ’ave out- 
siders. ’Sides, ef ’e once gits in weth we—well, we’ve got 
un, ain’t us?” 

“Well, wot then?” 

“He'll buy back Pennington.” 

“ Wot’s the use 0’ that to we? ” 

“Be ’ee a fool, Isreael Barnicoat? Caan’t ’ee zee that 
ef he’s one 0’ we, and ’e gits back his rights, that we’m as 
safe as eggs, an’ shell allays have a squire an’ a magistrate 
on our side? Tha’s wot I be humourin’ un for. I doan’t 
want to drive un away fust thing.” 

A good deal of murmuring followed this, some of the men 
evidently agreeing with their captain, others feeling with 
Israel that I had had too many favours shown me. Then 
they talked in tones too low for me to hear, except now and 
then fragments of sentences about the “‘ queer-coloured 
flag on the Flyin’ Swan,” and “ Billy Coad makin’ many 
a man walk the plank.” 

All this opened my eyes to many things which hitherto 
had not been plain to me, and I listened more eagerly than 
ever, in order to understand their plans concerning me; 
but I could make nothing of the orders which Cap’n Jack 
was giving. At last, just before they left him, one asked a 


question in a low voice: “ When is the Flyin’ Swan 
expected ? ” 
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“A couple ov months, sonny. We must humour un a 
bit, and git un into our ways. We caan’t ’ford to be 
fullish just now.” 

Presently they all left, with the exception of Israel 
Barnicoat, who spoke to Cap’n Jack eagerly. 

“°Tes oal very well to talk, Cap’n,”’ he said, “‘ but ’e’s 
stailin’ away Tamsin from me.” 

- “ Did you ever ’ave Tamsin to stail, sonny ? ” asked the 
ap’n. 

“Well, I ’ad a chance at wawn time, but now she’s 
tooked on weth he. Mind, Cap’n, ef he do git Tamsin 
ther’ll be somebody missin’! ” 

“Doan’t be a fool, Isreael,” replied Cap’n Jack. “Go 
away ’ome, sonny, and be ready for yer work in the mornin’.”” 

I turned all this over many times in my mind, and, as 
may be imagined, I was sore driven what to think. Until 
now I had not been asked to do anything unlawful, beyond 
smuggling, but now I saw that I was intended for wild 
work. Moreover, I knew not how to get out of it, for 
Cap’n Jack had me in his power. I had heard of the 
mysterious death of several men who had at one time 
belonged to his gang. 

All this, I say, wrought upon me strangely—so much so 
that I did not sleep that night ; and I tried to find means 
of escape until my brain was weary. 

The next day I noticed that Cap’n Jack was eagerly 
looking at the sea, as if he saw something of interest, 
although I, who looked in the same direction, could see 
nothing. 

“T reckon ther’ll be some work to-night, Jaspar, my 
sonny,” he remarked, after looking steadily a long time. 
“It do come dark early thaise November days, an’ it’ll be 
baisly and muggy to-night, tha’s wot ’t’ll be. I must go 
down to the Cove and zee the booys.” 

When he had gone Tamsin came to me. 

“What are you so stand-offish for? ” she asked. 

I did not reply, for my heart was sad. 

‘“‘ What did you think of the talk between father and the 
men last night ?” she asked. 

“ What do you know about it ? ” I asked. 
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“I know you were listening,” she replied; “ but never 
mind, it’s all safe with me. And, Jaspar, you mustn’t 
think I care about Israel Barnicoat ; I don’t like him a bit.” 

“ He’s the strongest man in your father’s gang,” I said. 

“No, Jaspar, he’s no man at all when youarenear. How 
could I look on Israel Barnicoat now I’ve seen you? ” 
She said this with a sob; and then I knew that Tamsin 
Truscott loved me. She caught my great brown hand and 
kissed it. ‘‘ Jaspar,” she cried, “‘ I know where father keeps 
his money. Love me and I will get it for you; more than 
enough to buy back Pennington. No one knows how rich 
father is. But I know!” 

The maid spoke like one demented, and, for the moment, 
I knew not how to answer her. Not that I despised her 
for saying what always ought to be said by the man, for 
I believe that her heart was as clean as a wind-swept sky. 
For a moment, too, wild, unnatural thoughts and feelings 
came to me, which I will not here set down. But even at 
that moment the picture of Naomi’s face flashed before 
my eyes, and all evil departed with the swiftness of light- 
ning. 

So I gave Tamsin no reply, but walked away towards the 
Cove instead. Still, her words had their effect—they 
determined me to leave Cap’n Jack’s gang as soon as possible, 
I saw now that it would be wrong to stay at Kynance Cove 
—wrong to Tamsin, wrong to myself. It would be un- 
worthy of my love for Naomi. For two months I had 
scarcely realized what lay before me; now I understood. 
How could I go to her with words of love upon my lips, 
when I sought to win back the home of my fathers by 
unworthy means ? 

Early in the afternoon Cap’n Jack came to me. “I 
want us to crake a bit, sonny,”’ he said. I did not reply, 
but sat down near him in the open fireplace. 

““Tt’s time we come to business,” he said. ‘‘ You’ve 
bin loppin’ ’bout for two months, doin’ nothin’ much. 
Well, the booys be jillus, Jaspar, and they want things 
clear.” 

“T’ve done all you’ve asked me,” I replied. 

**Iss, so you ’ave, sonny; but I want to maake a man 
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ov ’ee. I’ve got a purty boat, Jaspar, called the Flyin’ 
Swan. She'll be ’ome soon. I want you to go on’er asa 
soart of maate, to taake command laater on.” 

“What do you mean?” Jasked. ‘“‘ What is this Flying 
Swan of which you are the owner ? ” 

“T’ll tell ee,” he said. ‘‘The Flyin’ Swan is used for 
smugglin’ on a biggish scale. She’s manned by as brave 
a lot of chaps as ever clained the seams of a deck. Her 
cap’nes Billy Coad, a man you may ’ave ’eer’d on, and wawn 
you would like to knaw. A man of rare piety, Jaspar. 
He and me be the main owners, by the blessin’ of Providence. 
Ah, it would do yer ’art good to hear ’im give his Christian 
experience.” 

“Smuggling on a biggish scale. What do you mean 
by that? ” I asked. 

“Well, dailin’ direct weth the furrin’ poarts, and at 
times, when Billy do see a vessel in the open say, wot do 
carry the flag of a Papist country—say the Spanish—well, 
I doan’t deny; but there re 

“You mean that the Flying Swan is little better than 
a pirate ship? ” 

“‘ Never call things by ugly names,” replied Cap’n Jack. 
“ Besides, I do look upon this as your main chance of 
buyin’ back Pennington.” 

“Suppose I refuse? ” I suggested. 

“You waan’t refuse, sonny.” 

“Why not?” 

“Well, twudden pay ’ee. We doan’t never have that 
sort wi’ we. I’m a man of paice, I be; but thaise be 
loanely paarts, mysonny. Nearer than Lezard Town ther’s 
’ardly a ’ouse. You wudden be missed much.” 

“ But suppose I were to leave you? ” 

*‘Laive us; no, sonny, you caan’t do that now. You 
knaw too much.” 

“How can you keep me? If I were to leave the house 
now—ay, leave the country—who could stop me? ” 

“JT could, sonny. Do you think I’m a cheeld? I’ve 
got the county ringed—I’ve got men everywhere. Cap’n 
Jack Truscott’s gang is a big bis’ness, my son, an’ I telly 
this, ef you tried to git away to-night you’d be a dead man 
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afore to-morrow, for oal I’m a man of paice, and send 
presents to the passon in place of tithes. I doan’t stand 
no nonsense, mind that, my son.” 

His white eyes shone with a fierce light, and I knew he 
had his doubts about my loyalty. 

“The truth es, Jaspar,” went on Cap’n Jack, “ you’ve 
come wi’ we, and wi’ we you must stay; that es, till you 
git ’nough to buy back Pennington. Aw, aw!” 

“And if I do.” 

“‘T shell ’ave a squire for my friend, and—well, you'll 
still be one o’ we. You see, my sonny, we’ve got many 
ways o’ doing things, an’ when I once gits ’old ov a chap, 
well, I sticks. But theer, sonny, wot’s the use ov angry 
words? I’m a paiceable man, and w’en you knaw us 
better, you'll knaw ’ow we stick to aich other through 
thick and thin. I like ’ee, Jaspar, an’ I’ve got need ov ’ee. 
Iss; a year on the Flyin’ Swan on an expedishan I’m a- 
thinkin’ on will buy back Pennington; and then—well, 
we shall see, Jaspar. Why shudden I be the Squire’s 
father-in law, eh, sonny? An’ Tamsin es a grand maid, 
edn’ she then? ” 

Slowly my mind grasped his meaning; but I did not 
speak. 

“Still, tho’ you be a fav’rite ov mine, Jaspar, the booys 
be jillus, that ev it. An’ ther’s a bit of work on, sonny. 
There’s a craft a few miles out, an’ to-night will be baisly 
and black. Well, the booys will ’ave et that you must 
taake our ould mare, an’ ty a lantern on to her neck, an’ 
lead ’er on the cliff towards the Lizard. It’ll do the oul’ 
mare good, and be a light to the vessel.” 

“Such a light would lure her on to the rocks!” I cried. 

“Wud et, Jaspar? Well, some wud blame Providence 
for these things. But it must be done.” 

“And suppose the Preventive men see me? ” ; 

“Wot be a couple of sich chaps to you? You could 
knack their ’eads together like you ded Micah’s and 
Isreael’s.”’ 

“ And if I refuse? ” 

He looked at me steadily for a minute, with his white 
eyes gleaming in the firelight ; then he said slowly, “ Ef 
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you refuse this time, my sonny, you'll never refuse no more 
in this world.” 

All the same, I made up my mind that I would escape 
from Cap’n Jack’s gang that very night, and that I would 
take no part in luring a vessel to destruction. 


CHAPTER X 

N hour later a number of men were in the kitchen 
of Cap’n Jack’s house; and from the way they 
talked I knew they meant that the vessel which they had 
been watching should that night be destroyed. Never until 
then did I realize the utter heartlessness of thegang. They 
seemed to care nothing for the lives on the ship which they 
had decided to wreck. In their lust for gain, nothing was 
sacred to them. As far as I could gather, their plan was 
that I should lead Cap’n Jack’s horse along the edge of 
the cliffs with a lantern fastened to its neck. This to a 
ship at sea would seem like the light of another vessel. 
The false light would lead the captain to steer his vessel 
straight upon the rocks. Outside was a wild, high sea ; 
the clouds overhead were black as ink, and not a star 
appeared ; the doomed vessel would be at the mercy of 
the wreckers. It was Cap’n Jack’s idea to have his men 
in readiness to seize upon all the valuables. The crew 
must perish. They had made out that the vessel was bound 
for Falmouth, but in the blackness of the night they would 
lose their whereabouts, and eagerly steer towards the false 

light on the rockbound coast. 

Why I had been chosen for such work I knew not, except 
that a deed of this nature, by exposing me to the vigilance 
of the Preventive men, would bind me more securely. 
They did not seem to think that I should fail in doing this. 
As Cap’n Jack had said, to disobey his commands meant 
an untimely death, while an attempt to escape would bring 
upon me the same doom. 

Every man was well primed with brandy, and Cap’n 
Jack saw that, while each one had enough to excite him 
to wild deeds, no one was allowed to drink to such a degree 
that he became in any way incapacitated for the work 
before him. 
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During the conversation, however, I noticed that Israel 
Barnicoat spoke no word. Instead, he kept his eyes_on 
me. When the conference was ended, however, and all 
their plans, which I have barely hinted at, because in my 
ignorance and excitement I could only dimly understand 
them, were completed, Israel spoke aloud. 

‘“Cap’n,” he said, ‘“‘ the Squire have never done a job 
like this afore; he’ll need somebody weth un.” 

“We caan’t spare more’n one man for sich bis’ness,” 
was the response. 

‘“‘Tt’ll need another, I tell ’ee,”’ replied Israel. 

“‘ Then thee c’n kip un company,” was Cap’n Jack’s reply. 

‘“‘Oal right,” cried Israel ; but he turned his eyes away 
from me as he spoke. 

Cap’n Jack went out and looked seaward anxiously. 
““You must start in a ’our or a ’our and haalf, Isreael, 
my sonny, and the rest of us must git down to the Cove 
to once,” he said, when he came back. 

“ Oal right, Cap’n,” replied Israel. ‘‘ I jist want to go out 
and spaik to mawther, while the Squire do git the oull 
mare ready.” 

I went out as he spoke, determined to follow him. A 
minute later I was glad I had doneso, for I saw that he was 
going away from his mother’s house. He hurried rapidly 
along the Helston road until he came to a little beer-house, 
or, as the folks called it, a kiddleywink, which he entered. 
When I arrived at the door of this kiddleywink, I was at a 
loss what to do; I could not make out why he had come 
here. I had barely time to think, however, before Israel 
came out again ; and he was accompanied by a Preventive 
man. 

“I’ve got a job for ’ee,” said Israel. 

“What ? ” 

“A chap showin’ a false light to-night.” 

“ But I’d arranged weth the Cap’n to kip away, an’ to kip 
our chaps away.” 

“Never mind that. I c’n maake et wuth yer while.” 

“Well, what es et?” 

“Be jist off The Stags at twelve o'clock to-night. A 
young fella will be laidin’ an ould grey mare.” 
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“But wot about the Cap’n? ” 

“T tell ’ee ’t’ll be for yer good. You do as I tell ’ee, 
Ellic, or—well, you’ll knaw what!” 

“But et’ll spoil yer plans! ” 

“Never mind. Look ’ere——” Then he talked ear- 
nestly in low tones, so that I could not hear. Evidently, 
however, he satisfied the officer, for I heard him say: 
“Clain off. A reg’lar feather in my cap, and the Cap’n 
waan’t knaw.” 

When Israel returned to Cap’n Jack’s house I had the 
mare all ready. 

“We'll go stright to Carn Barrow,” he said shortly. 

“That wasn’t Cap’n Jack’s plan,” was my reply. 

“Look ’ere, Squire, I’m to work this. You’m new to 
sich jobs. I tell ’ee we must git to the Devil’s Frying Pan 
by ten o’clock, and then be back to The Stag’s ’bout twelve.”’ 

“Very well,” I replied, “I’m ready.” 

“°Tes a good two mile by road to the Fryin’ Pan,” he 
remarked. ‘‘ And ’tes oppen downs nearly oal the way to 
The Stags.” He seemed to think a minute; then he said, 
“No, we waan’t go so far as that ; we’ll jist go to Bumble 
Rock, and then kip on the top by Poltream Cove. That’ll 
taake us oal our time.” 

He led the horse and I carried the lantern, which he said 
should not be lit until we came to Bumble Rock, which 
stands by a gully in the headland, where the seas roar 
terribly as they break upon the coast. 

Not a word was spoken as we went along in the darkness. 
As well as I could I kept watch on him, for I knew he hated 
me. Perhaps the wrestling match had more to do with 
his enmity than the fact that Tamsin no longer smiled on 
him ; for his pride in his strength was greater than his love. 

As I have said, it was a wild, dark night. A great sea 
hurled itself on the coast, although ordinarily it could not 
be called dangerous. As we drew near the rocks, however, 
we could hear the waves roaring like a thousand angry 
beasts. Bumble Rockrose up likea great giant, and seemed 
to laugh at the black waves which were churned into foam. 
The rocks which we could dimly see—for our eyes had 
become used to the darkness—seemed like the teeth of a 
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hideous monster, waiting to destroy any ship that the waves 
should dash upon them. The thought of the vessel, 
evidently bound for Falmouth Harbour, being lured to 
destruction, with all hands on board, was horrible to me, 
and at that moment a great anger rose in my heart 
towards the gang among whom I had lived for two 
months. Hitherto, however, my hands had been un- 
stained by crime, and I determined that, even should I 
be hunted down by the men into whose hands I had 
fallen, I would escape that night. 

“T’ve got the tinder and the flint-and-steel,’’ remarked 


Israel. ‘‘ We must git toa lew plaace an’ light the candle. 
Come over ’ere. Ther’s a ’ollow behind the rocks; it’ll 
do ’zackly.”’ 


I followed him without a word until we reached a spot 
that was sheltered from the sea, although we could still 
hear the waves surging and moaning, while flecks of foam 
fell upon our faces. 

Perhaps there is no more lonely place on God’s earth 
than this. That night the genius of desolation seemed to 
reign, while the roaring sea told me of mad spirits playing 
with the angry waters. In the dim light I could see the 
long line of foam, while over them the dark cliffs loomed. 
Landward nothing was visible, save a suggestion of the 
outline of the hills. 

“Tes a gashly night, and this es a gashly job to be done,” 
said Israel. ‘‘ By gor, ’ow the waves do roar,” he continued, 
after a minute. 

“Yes, ’tis a wild night,” I responded; and, as if in 
confirmation of my words, a great wave broke on Bumble 
Rock with a mighty noise, while a shower of spray, and 
flecks of foam, fell upon us. 

“Well, ‘tes as lew ’ere as we can git it anywhere,” he 
said. “Ther, now, you hould the lantern while I strick 
the light.” 

“No,” I replied quietly. 

“Wot do ’ee main? ” he queried. 

“Simply this,’ I answered: “no false light shall shine 
on this cliff to-night.” As I spoke I took the lantern and 
threw it into the roaring torrent far down beneath us. 
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Then I sprang upon him and caught his hands in mine. 

“Look you, Israel Barnicoat,” I said, ‘“‘I know what 
your plans are. I followed you as you went to the Preven- 
tive man to-night ; but it is no use. The wreckers’ light 
shall not shine to-night.” 

He struggled to be free, but I held him tight. 

“You'll suffer for this,” he screamed; ‘‘ when Cap’n 
Jack do knaw you'll die.” 

“T must take chance of that,” I said. Then I threw 
him heavily on the sward. Taking some cord from my 
pocket, with which I had provided myself before starting, 
I bound his hands securely behind him. Then I tied his 
legs. 

“Wot be ’ee goin’ to do weth me now? ” he shrieked. 

“Nothing more.” 

“But you bean’t goin’ to laive me lie ’ere oal night, be 
*ee? Why, I sh’ll die ov the cowld.” 

“No, you won't,” I said; ‘as you mentioned, this is 
a lew place, and you are not one who will die so easily. 
You may be a bit cramped by the morning, and perhaps 
you may get a twinge of rheumatics, but that’ll be all. 
Besides, it’s far better for you to suffer a bit than that yon 
vessel shall be wrecked. Now I'll leave you to your sins ; 
I’m off.” 

“ Off where ? ” 

“Off where you'll never see me again. You'll have 
company to-night, perhaps. It’s said that Peter Crowle’s 
ghost comes here on windy nights. I wish you pleasant 
company.” 

“Oh, doan’t ’ee go,” he screamed. “I’m ’fraid of 
sperrits I be. Let me free, Squire, ’n’ I’ll never tell where 
you’m gone; I’ll zay you’m drowned, or tumbled ovver 
the cleffs or anything, onnly do cut the ropes, and lev me 
be free.” 

“No,” I said; ‘while you are here Cap’n Jack will 
think the false lights are shining, and perhaps the vessel 
will be safe. As for the spirits, you are the strongest, 
bravest man in the gang, and of course you are not afraid 


of them.” 
“But you bean’t agoin’ to take th’ oull mare? ” 
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“Yes; Smiler will come with me. Good luck to you, 
Israel Barnicoat.”’ 

Then he poured forth a volley of curses upon me, and 
called me many evil names. But I did not heed him. 
Instead I sprang upon Smiler’s back and rode away, leaving 
him in the sheltered hollow. 

At first I rode slowly, especially until I got to Ruan 
Major. Arrived there, however, and having struck into 
the road over Goonhilly Downs, I went faster. I felt 
strangely happy, for it seemed as though a weight were 
rolled from my shoulders. Once more I was a free man, 
and I imagined that for some hours I should not be pursued. 
Besides, all the time I had been with Cap’n Jack’s gang 
I felt that I was doing what was unworthy of a Pennington, 
and, worse still, unworthy of my love for Naomi. But 
more than all, a mad scheme had come into my mind: I 
would that night go to Pennington and see Naomi. The 
thought acted upon me like some strange elixir: to hear 
Naomi’s voice, to feel her hand in mine, were a joy beyond 
all words. How I was to do this I did not know; what 
difficulties I should meet I did not consider. The thought 
that I should see her was enough for me, and I could have 
shouted for very joy. The hour was not yet late, and I 
calculated that by hard riding I could get to there by mid- 
night. Thus, at the very time when Israel Barnicoat had 
planned for me to be taken by the Preventive men, I hoped 
to be speaking to my love. 

I am told that my days of romance are over, that I have 
reached that stage in life when the hopes of young lovers 
are but folly. But it is not so. Even now I cannot see 
a boy anda maid together without my heart beating faster ; 
for there is nothing more beautiful on God’s green earth 
than the love of lovers. I know that when a lad feels his 
maid’s first kisses on his lips, he lives in heaven, if he loves 
her as I loved Naomi. There be those, even in this parish, 
who sneer at the bliss of boy and girl sweethearts, but I, 
who remember the night when I rode from Bumble Rock 
to Pennington, cannot sneer; nay, rather, the tears start 
to my eyes, and I find myself fighting my battles again 
and dreaming of my dear one, even as I dreamed then. 


THE BIRTHRIGHT 97 


Smiler was a better steed than I had hoped. Saddle 
I had none, nor bridle, but the halter which had been placed 
on her head was sufficient to guide her. Moreover, I had 
been used to horses all my life, and felt as much at ease on 
a horse’s back as on my feet. Thus it came about that 
before midnight I had reached the parish of St. Eve and 
was making my way towards Pennington. When within 
sight of the house, however, I was ina dilemma ; and never 
until that time did I realize how difficult was the task I 
had set myself. The whole family was a-bed—at least, 
I imagined so—and I did not know the part of the house 
where Naomi Penryn was. Most likely, too, dogs would 
be prowling around—and I did not wish to place myself 
in the power of Richard Tresidder or his son Nick. All 
the same, I vowed I would see Naomi, even though I 
waited there until morning. 

So, tying Smiler to a tree, I crept quietly up to the house, 
and looked anxiously around. All seemed to be in darkness, 
but presently I saw a light shining from one of the windows 
in the back part of the house. Wondering what it might 
mean, I went towards it and looked. A blind had been 
drawn, but it did not fit closely, and there was an inch of 
glass, between the window-frame and the blind, that was 
not covered. At first I could only see the room in a blurred 
sort of way, for the leaded panes of glass were small ; but 
presently I saw more clearly. The room into which I 
looked was the kitchen, and by the table sat a man and a 
woman. The man was Ikey Trethewy, whom I had last 
seen in Granfer Fraddam’s Cave, and who had promised 
to take my letter to Naomi ; the woman was the Pennington 
cook. She was a sour and rather hard-featured woman 
of forty years of age. It had beena joke of the parish that 
Tryphena Rowse never had a sweetheart in her life ; 
she was too ugly, too cross-tempered. It was rumoured, 
however, that this was not Tryphena’s fault, her great 
desire being to get married and settle down. I soon saw 
that Ikey Trethewy was there as Tryphena’s sweetheart. 
The table was covered with tempting eatables, of which 
Ikey partook freely, stopping between sups of ale and 
mouthfuls of chicken-pie to salute the object of his affec- 
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tions. I saw, too, that these attentions were by no means 
disagreeable to the cook, although she gave Ikey several 
admonitory taps. It was evident that his visit was clandes- 
tine. I knew that, except on special occasions, it was the 
tule for Pennington doors to be closed at ten o’clock, and 
it was now past midnight. Probably Ikey, who had the 
reputation of being a woman-hater, did not care for his 
courtship to be known, for I knew he did not like being 
laughed at or joked in any way. 

I had not waited long when Ikey began to make prepara- 
tions for his departure, while Tryphena seemed to be trying 
to persuade him to stay a little longer. No sound reached 
me, however, and I imagined that all their conversation 
was carried on in whispers, for fear the noise thereof might 
reach the master or mistress of the establishment. He 
succeeded at length in breaking away from the embraces 
of the fair cook, while two huge dogs, which lay by the 
kitchen fire, watched them solemnly. Presently the door 
opened, and Ikey and Tryphena stood together outside. 
They were quite close to me, so that I could hear their 
every word. 

“You waan’t be long afore you come again, Ikey? ” 
asked Tryphena. 

“Not long, my buty. P’raps you c’n git a bit a pigin-pie 
next time?” 

“ That I will, Ikey. But doan’t ’ee think tes time for 
*ee to be puttin’ in th’ baans? We've bin a-courtin’ 
like this now for more’n vive yer.” 

“Well, tha’s nothin’, Tryphena. Jim Jory ded court 
Mary Hicks thirteen yer afore they wur spliced.” 

“Iss; but I caan’t kip comp’ny weth ’ee like other 
maids. An’ ted’n vitty fur we to be mittin’ every week 
like this ’ere.”’ 

“Well, Tryphena, my buty, you do knaw I do love ’ee 
deerly. An’ you bea clain off cook, too. I niver taasted 
sich a vowl-pie in my life, ther’ now. An’ yer zay ’t shell 
be a pigin-pie next week? ” 

“Iss, Ikey ; but ’twud be purty to ave a’ome of our 
oan.” 


“Mawther waan’t ’eer of et ’it, nor Cap’n Jack nuther. 
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"Nother yer or two, Tryphena, and then I’ll go to the passen. 
Ther’, I mus’ be goin’.” 

Another sounding kiss, and Ikey crept away very quietly, 
while Tryphena began to put away the supper things. In 
a minute my mind was made up. I had heard enough to 
settle me on my plan of action. I thought I saw the means 
whereby I could see Naomi. 

I waited until Tryphena had cleared away the remains 
of Ikey’s repast and was evidently preparing to go to her 
room ; then I gave the kitchen door a slight knock, and, 
imitating Ikey’s voice as well as I could, I said, ‘‘ Tryphena, 
my buty, laive me in a minit.” 

She came and opened the door quickly. 

“Ave ’ee forgot summin’, Ikey, deear?” she said; 
and then, before she recognized me, I slipped in. 

The dogs rose up with a low, suppressed growl, as though 
they were in doubt what to do; but Tryphena, who was 
as anxious as I that the household might not be disturbed, 
quieted them. 

““ Maaster Jaspar Pennington ! ” she gasped, as she looked 
into my face. 

“That’s right, Tryphena,” I said. ‘Sit down. I want 
to talk with you, and I want you to do something for me.” 

“No, I mustn’t, I daren’t. They do oal hate ’ee ’ere, 
Maaster Jaspar. Ef they wos to knaw you was ’ere, I 
dunnaw what wud ’appen.” 

For a moment a great bitterness came into my heart, 
for I remembered that this was the first time I had ever 
entered the home of my fathers. And it galled me beyond 
measure that I should have to enter at midnight at the 
kitchen door, like one who came courting the servant 
maids. I quickly realized my position, however, and acted 
accordingly. 

“Yes, you must do what I ask you, Tryphena,” I said. 

“TI tell ‘ee I caan’t.” 

“Then Ikey Trethewy will be in the hands of the Pre- 
ventive men by to-morrow,” I replied, ‘and Richard 
Tresidder will know that a smuggler has come to his house 
for years at midnight on the sly.” 

I did not want to frighten the poor woman, but it had 
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to be done. I saw, too, that I had said sufficient to make 
Tryphena afraid to thwart me. 

‘““What do ’ee want me to do?” she asked. 

“I suppose no one can hear us?” I said. 

“No; oal the family, ’ciptin’ Miss Naomi, do slaip in 
another paart ov the ’ouse.” 

I listened intently, but could hear no sound; the family 
seemed asleep. 

“T want to see Miss Naomi.” 

** When ? ” 

“ To-night—now. I want you to go to her room and 
tell her that I am waiting for her.” 


CHAPTER XI 


RYPHENA looked at me like one dazed. ‘No, 
Maaster Jaspar,’’ she replied, “‘ it caan’t be done.” 

“It must be done.” 

“And what if I do oal you ax me? ” 

“‘T will leave the house in an hour,” I replied, “ and no 
one shall know of what you have done—not even Ikey.” 

“No, Ikey mus’n’t knaw you’ve been ’ere.”’ 

ce Why ? ”? 

“Why, ’e’ed be jillus as cud be. ’E’ed be afraid 
you’d come to try and cut un out. You zee, you be a 
‘andsome young man, Maaster Jaspar.” 

“ Well, you must do as I ask you, or Ikey will know,” I 
said; for I saw that Tryphena needed a great deal of 
pressure. At the same time, I could not help smiling at 
the thought of Ikey being jealous, for surely one look at 
her face was enough to dispel such a thought. ‘“‘ You see,” 
I went on, “a fine-looking woman like you must be careful 
if you wish to keep such a man as Ikey. However, you 
do as I ask you, and some day you'll be glad.” 

I believe my flattery had more to do with making Try- 
phena my friend than any threats I might make, for a smile 
of satisfaction came on her lips, and she asked me how she 
could carry out my wishes. 

“What I want,’’I said, “ is for you to go quietly to 
Mistress Naomi, and tell her that Jaspar Pennington is in 
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great danger, and that he must see her before he leaves this 
part of the world.” 

“Wot, be ’ee goin’ ’way, then? ” cried Tryphena. 

“T must,” I said. “ Now go quickly.” 

When she had gone I saw how unreasonable my request 
was. Would not Naomi be justified in arousing the house, 
and would she not at the least refuse to come and see me ? 
And yet all the while I waited with a great hope in my heart ; 
for love gives hope, and I loved Naomi like my own life. 
At the same time I worried myself by thinking that I did 
not tell Tryphena anything whereby she could induce 
Naomi to come to me. For what should she care about 
my danger, save as she might care about the danger of a 
thousand more for whom she could do nothing ? 

And so I waited with an anxious heart, and when at 
length I heard footsteps my bosom seemed too small for 
the mighty beating of my heart. But it was not my love’s 
footsteps ; it was [ryphena’s. Perhaps fellow-feeling had 
made her kind, for she told me in a sympathetic way that 
her young mistress would “ be down d’reckly.” 

Now, this was more than I had seriously dared to hope 
for. No sooner did I hear the joyful news than I felt 
amazed that I had ever dreamed of asking such a favour, 
while my heart grew heavy at the thought that I had no 
sufficient reason for asking to see Naomi. 

In less than five minutes Naomi came into the kitchen. 
I am not going to try to describe her. I am not gifted with 
the power of writing fine things, for the pen was nearly a 
stranger to my hands until I began to write this history ; 
besides, I doubt if any man, be he as great as William 
Shakespeare or John Milton, could do justice to Naomi’s 
beauty. I think my heart ceased to beat for a while, and 
I know that I stood looking at her stupidly, my tongue 
refusing to move. 

Tryphena, who I am sure understood my feelings, went 
into the dairy; for the which I determined even then to 
reward her some day. 

“ You said you were in danger,” said Naomi, speaking 
first, ‘‘ and that you wanted to see me. You have asked a 
hard thing, but I have come.” 
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‘Mistress Naomi,” I said, in a low, hoarse voice, “ for- 
give my forwardness, for truly I am unworthy of your good- 
ness ; yet, believe me, I could not help it. Will you sit 
down, so that I may try and tell you what is in my heart.” 

She sat down on the old kitchen settle, and I could not 
help noticing how beautifully her dark dress fitted her 
graceful form. But, awkward and ignorant, I knew not 
what to say. I had come because I hungered for her, and 
because love knows no laws. Yet no words came to me, 
save ‘‘ Naomi Penryn, I love you more than life,” and 
those I dared not utter, so much was I afraid as she sat 
there. 

“Are you in great danger? ’”’ she asked. “‘I have 
breathed no word about that cave—no word to any one. 
What did it mean? ” 

This gave me an opening, and then I rapidly told her 
what I have written in these pages. 

“‘ And will they try and find you ? ” she asked, when I 
had told my story. 

“ They will hunt me as dogs hunt a fox!” I replied, “so 
I must find my way to Falmouth, and try to get to sea.” 

Her face was full of sympathy, and I rejoiced because 
she did not seem to think it strange that I should come to 
her. 

“ And will you have to go soon? ”” 

“I must go now,’’ I replied ; and then my sorrow and 
despair, at the thought, dragged my confession from my 
tongue. 

“ But before I go,” I said, ‘I must tell you that I love 
you, Naomi Penryn. It is madness, I know; but I loved 
you when I was in the pillory at Falmouth, and I have loved 
you ever since. That is why I have come here to-night. 
My heart has been hungering for you, and my eyes have 
been aching for a sight of your face. I felt I could not go 
away without telling you, even though I shall never see you 
again.” € 

Her face seemed to grow pale as I spoke, but her eyes 
softened. 

“T know I am wrong—I ought not to have come in this 
way,’ I went on, for my tongue was unloosed now; “but 
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I could not help it : and I am glad I have come, ior the light 
of your eyes will nerve me, and the thought that you do not 
scorn me will be a help to me in the unknown paths which 
I have to tread. For you do not scorn me, do you?” 

“Scorn you?” she asked. ‘‘ Why should I scorn 
you?” 

And then a greater hope came into my heart, greater 
than I had ever dared to dream of before—the hope that 
she might care for me! Wild I know it was, but my own 
love gave it birth. If I loved her, might not she, even 
although I were unworthy, love me? Yet I dared not ask 
her if it were so ; only I longed, with a longing which cannot 
be uttered, that she should tell me, by word or look. 

“And must you go soon—go now—to Falmouth ? ” 
she said, like one dazed. 

“Yes, I must e’en go now,” Isaid. “It is like heaven 
to be near you, better than any heaven preached about 
by parsons; but I must go. Can you give me no word of 
encouragement before I leave? ”’ 

But she made no reply—and then my heart became 
heavy again; but I held out my hand, trying to appear 
brave. 

Without hesitation she put her hand in mine, and I felt 
it tremble, just as I have felt little chicks not a week old 
tremble when I have caught them. I fancied that she was 
afraid of me, so I said, “‘ Thank you for speaking to me. 
This meeting will help me for many a long day, and I am 
afraid I have a dreary future before me.” 

“T hope you will come to no harm,” she said, “and I 
hope you will obtain what is justly yours.” 

“* Can you say nothing else ? ” I cried—‘“ not one word ? ” 

But just then Tryphena came in from the dairy. 
“ There’s a noise in Maaster Nick’s bedroom,” she cried. 
“Git out, Maaster Jaspar. Miss Naomi, we must go up 
by the back stairs. Maake ’aaste, Maaster Jaspar. And 
then she blew out the light, leaving us in darkness. 

And then I could contain my feelings no longer, and I 
caught Naomi’s fingers to my lips, and kissed them. She 
drew her hand away, but not, as I thought, angrily. 

“ Be careful to let no one hurt you—very careful; for 
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if——” then a sigh trembled in her bosom, and before I 
could speak again she had gone. 

That was all we said to each other at Pennington; and 
although I hungered to keep her near me longer, and the 
night into which I went was black and stormy, my heart 
thumped aloud for joy. Her words rang in my ears as I 
found my way among the trees, and they were sweeter to 
me than the singing of birds on a summer morning. The 
wind blew wildly, while in the near distance I heard the 
roar of the waves. The rain fell heavily, too. But I did 
not care. What heeded I wind and weather! Danger 
I feared not. I knew thatI could play with men even as 
others play with children, for hope stirred in my heart, 
hope made the black sky as beautiful as a rainbow. 

There be many joys that come into aman’s life—the joy 
of possession, the joy of fame, the joy of victory in battle ; 
but I know of none so great as that which comes because of 
the hope that his love loves him, unless it be that other 
which comes but once, the joy of the first kiss of love. And 
this to me seems the will of God; and thus love should 
always be regarded as sacred, and never be spoken of save 
with reverence. For although Naomi had spoken but few 
words to me, and I had only a hope that she might love me 
in some far-off time, the thought that she cared for me ever 
so little made me rich in spite of my poverty, and caused 
the wailing winds to sing glad songs. No man is poor while 
his love loves him, and even a hope of that love is the life of 
God surging in the heart. 

And so I came to the spot where I had fastened my horse, 
still joyous, although I knew not where to go or what to do. 
I rode a mile or two, and then I remembered that if I were 
discovered with Cap’n Jack’s mare I should be in danger 
of being hanged for horse-stealing. So I jumped from her 
back, tied the halter around her neck, and told her to go 
home. She sniffed about for two or three minutes, and 
then started to trot steadily along the road towards Kyn- 
ance over which I had ridden her hours before. 

This done, I started to walk to Falmouth. I did not 
walk rapidly, for I was possessed by a great peace, I 
did not fear Cap’n Jack’s gang, although I was sure 
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they would follow me, and I knew that Israel Barni- 
coat would do all in his power to embitter Cap’n Jack 
against me. I felt strong enough to overcome everything, 
—so great is the power of hope. 

I did not get near Falmouth Harbour until the grey 
morning began to dawn. I looked eagerly among the ves- 
sels, thinking of the fate of the craft Cap’n Jack’s gang had 
intended to wreck. I wondered, too, whether Israel Barni- 
coat had been discovered, and if Cap’n Jack knew of what 
I had done. As I drew nearer I determined that I would 
speak to the first person I should meet and ask what ves- 
sels had arrived; but scarcely had the thought formed 
itself in my mind when I felt my arms pinioned. 

I struggled like a madman for my liberty, because I 
saw that two Preventive men had attacked me; and I 
should have freed myself had not others come to their help. 

“What is the meaning of this? ” I said, when they had 
tied my hands. 

“ Hanging,” was the reply. 

“What for? ” 

“‘ Showing a false light by the Lizard.” 

“It's a Jae: 

“Why have we got you, then? ” 

I looked around, and saw that one of the men was the 
officer to whom Israel Barnicoat had spoken in the kiddley- 
wink. This set me thinking. These men would be the 
tools of Cap’n Jack. This was the step he had taken to 
accomplish his purposes concerning me. If I were convicted 
of showing a false light on the headland, I should be 
punished by death; at least, I imagined so. 

‘““ Anyhow,” continued the man, “‘ you must go along 
wi’ we.” 

“Where? ” 

“To the lock-up.” 

Now, if there was anything I desired, it was to keep 
clear of the magistrates. I knew that Richard Tresidder 
would be one of my judges, and that I should receive no 
mercy. But more than all this, while smuggling was lightly 
regarded, there was a strong feeling against the wrecker. 

“But why must I go?” 
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“Because we see’d you carr’in’ a false light along the 
coast.” 

“When ? ” 

“Laast night.” 

I was one and they were many} therefore I could do 
nothing. So I let them lead me to the lock-up, where I 
had to wait until the magistrates were ready to try me. 

What happened while I was there I know not. I was 
too busy trying to explain to myself how I had been cap- 
tured. Presently it became plain. Israel Barnicoat had 
obtained his liberty, and told the Preventive officers. He 
had also told them of my probable destination, for Falmouth 
was the best place from which I could leave Cornwall. On 
promise of reward they had undertaken to capture me, and 
had succeeded. I saw what Cap’n Jack meant now when 
he said he had men everywhere, and I realized the hope- 
lessness of my condition. 

When the time of my examination came on and I entered 
the court-house, I saw that several justices sat upon the 
bench, and among them Richard Tresidder, who looked 
at me triumphantly, as though he rejoiced to see me there, 
which I have no doubt he did. 

Old Admiral Trefry was the one who spoke to me, how- 
ever. “It is not long since you were here, Jaspar Penning- 
ton,” he said, ‘‘ and I am grieved to see you.”’ 

Then the Clerk read out the charge against me. 

I cannot remember very distinctly what took place at 
the examination. I know that things looked very black | 
against me, for each of the Preventive men swore that he 
had seen me at eleven o’clock on the previous night showing 
the false light on the coast. 

I declared this to be a lie with very great vehemence, 
and swore that I had shown no false light. é 

Presently Richard Tresidder spoke, and his voice made 
my blood gallop through my veins, and filled my heart with 
bitterness. 

“Will the prisoner give an account of his actions since 
he escaped from the whipping-post more than two months 
ago?” he asked. 

Now, if I did this I should indeed criminate myself, for 
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aconfession that I had been with Cap’n Jack’s gang would 
signify that I was allied to the sturdiest set of rogues on 
the coast, and would enable Richard Tresidder to get me 
hanged at the next assizes. 

“You hear the question, Jaspar Pennington,” said 
Admiral Trefry. ‘‘ Will you tell what you have been doing 
these last two months? ” 

But I held my peace ; and noting this the justices con- 
versed one with another. Had they all been of Richard 
Tresidder’s way of thinking I should have been sent to 
Bodmin Gaol to wait the next assizes without further ado ; 
but Admiral Trefry, who was uncle to Lawyer Trefry, 
wanted to befriend me, and so I was allowed opportunities 
for defending myself which would not have been given to 
me had my enemy been allowed his way. 

Presently a thought struck me which at the time seemed 
very feasible, and I wondered that I had not thought of it 
in the earlier part of the trial. 

“May I be allowed to ask the Preventive men a few 
questions ? ” I asked. 

“You may,” replied the Admiral. ‘“‘ You can ask them 
questions as to their evidence by which you are accused of 
attempting to lure a vessel on to destruction.” 

““T would like to ask, first of all, what I should gain by 
doing this? What would it profit me to wreck a vessel ? ” 

The Preventive man who had been the chief spokesman 
seemed a little confused; then he said, with a great deal 
of assurance, ‘‘ I believe, your worship, that he is one of 
a gang of desperadoes and wreckers who live over by 
Kynance.” 

‘“‘May I ask,” I said, ‘‘ what reason he has for believing 
this ? ” 

“Your worship,”’ said the officer, ‘‘ we know that there 
is a gang of men who infest the coast. For a long time we 
have tried to lay hands on them in vain. They are very 
cunning, and, although we have suspicions, we as yet have 
not been able to bring any positive evidence against them. 
We believe that he is associated with them.” 

“ But we cannot condemn Jaspar Pennington without 
evidence,” said Admiral Trefry. 
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“At the same time, I submit,” said the magistrate’s 
clerk, after Richard Tresidder had spoken to him, “ that 
the fact of his carrying a false light goes to prove that heis 
associated with some gang of wreckers.”’ 

“ But there is no proof,”’ remarked the Admiral. 

On this there was a stir in the room, and I heard a voice 
with which I was familiar claiming to give evidence. 

A minute later Israel Barnicoat was sworn. 

“Do you know this man? ” asked the Admiral of the 
Preventive men. 

“Very well,’”’ was the reply ; ‘‘ amost respectable, well- 
behaved fisherman.” 

Then Israel spoke. He said he had seen me in company 
with two men at Kynance who were well-known free- 
traders. These men went by the names of ‘‘ Brandy Bill ” 
and “ Fire the Poker.” They had on several occasions been 
punished, but were still a terror to honest fishermen who 
wanted to get a living in a lawful way. 

After this a great many questions were asked and answered, 
and I saw that my case looked blacker than ever. I felt 
sure that Cap’n Jack had used this means of getting rid 
of me, and that Israel Barnicoat had volunteered, for 
reasons that were apparent, to try and get me hanged. 

Then I asked another question. 

“What time do you say it was that you saw me showing 
the false light ? ” I asked. 

“ Half-past eleven,” was the reply. 

““T should say that it was nearer twelve,” replied another. 
“‘ It was a most desperate affair, your worship. He throwed 
the lantern over the cliff and took to his heels. We followed 
a goodish bit afore we could catch un, and when we ded lay 
hould ov un he ded fight like a mazed dragon. It was as 
much as three ov us could do to maaster un.” 

Now this put another thought in my mind. I was in 
Pennington kitchen at the very time they said they were 
struggling with me, and I was about to say so when I 
remembered what it would mean. If I told them where 
I was I should most likely have to mention Naomi Penryn’s 
name, and that I did not like to do. All the same I deter- 
minedI would not besent to Bodmin Gaol without astruggle.. 
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“You say you followed me some distance? ” I said. 

**Iss; we ded.” 

“How far before you caught me? ” 

“Nigh ’pon an hour.” 

“Tt was very dark that night.” 

“Iss, it was.” 

“Did you ever lose sight of me? ” 

*‘TIss; once or twice.” 

“Then how can you be sure that I, the man you cap- 
tured, was the same man you say you saw showing the light 
on the headland ? ” 

At this the man looked confused ; and then I wished that 
I had tried to get a lawyer to defend me, for I saw how 
much one could have helped me at this time. For my 
mind was in a very confused state, so confused that my 
remembrance of it now is by no means clear. Indeed, I 
know I have described my trial with anything but clear- 
ness as regards the order of events, although I have set down, 
truthfully, the general facts of the whole business. 

I do remember, however, that Admiral Trefry asked 
the Preventive men some questions upon this very point 
which upset them considerably, and I also remember see- 
ing that for the moment matters looked a little brighter for 
me. Especially was this true when I told the Admiral that 
I was a good many miles from the Lizard at the very time 
these men had declared they were pursuing me. 

“Where were you, then? ” asked the Admiral. 

“I was in St. Eve.” 

“Where there? ” 

“ At Pennington.” 

At this Richard Tresidder started up in astonishment. 

“Did any one see you at Pennington?” asked the 
Admiral. 

ae Yes. >? 

“Who saw you? ” 

At this I was silent ; and I was wishing I had not said so 
much when I heard a voice that thrilled me asking to give 
evidence, 
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CHAPTER XII 


S I turned I saw Naomi Penryn, and my heart seemed 

to stand still ; but when for a moment her eyes met 

mine, it started thumping against my side as though it had 

been set at liberty from bondage. I saw, too, that Richard 

Tresidder was as surprised as I, and I was afraid lest my 
love should be taken to task for what she had done. 

For a few minutes everything seemed to swim before my 
eyes, and my head whirled so that I thought I was going to 
swoon ; but presently, as I heard Naomi in sweet, steady 
tones answering questions, my strength came back to me 
again. 

ce You say,” said Admiral Trefry, “ that Jaspar Penning- 
ton was in Pennington kitchen at midnight last Wed- 
nesday.” 

“‘ He was,” replied Naomi clearly. 

After that a man asked her concerning many things. So 
impudent was he that I had a difficulty in keeping myself 
from jumping from the place where I stood and throttling 
him on the spot. 

“Were you alone in the kitchen? ” asked this lawyer. 

“JT was not.” 

“Who was with you? ” 

““Tryphena, the cook.” 

“‘ How do you know it was midnight ? ” 

“‘T heard the kitchen clock strike.” 

“What did Jaspar Pennington say to you? ” 

“ You need not answer that question,” remarked Admiral 
Trefry. 

“Why did Jaspar Pennington come into the house that 
night ? ” again queried the man. 

““ Need I answer that ? ” asked Naomi. 

“No,” answered the admiral; and I saw that he was 
anxious to save Naomi from awkward questions, for which 
I blessed him. ‘‘ All we want to know is whether you are 
sure Jaspar Pennington was at Pennington on the night 
in question, at the time you state. We have nothing to do 
as to why he was there or what was said.” 

I saw, too, that Richard Tresidder did not wish any more 
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questions to be asked, although I was sure the poor girl 
would suffer when she returned to Pennington; and I 
wondered how I could save her from pain. 

Very few questions were asked after that, and a little 
later I was a free man. I wondered greatly at this, for I 
expected that Richard Tresidder would insist on my suffer- 
ing the sentence from which I had escaped months before. 
He said not a word, however, and as neither of the others 
made mention of it, being, as suspected, friendly towards 
me, the matter dropped. I saw the meaning of his silence 
afterwards. He knew that he would not gain his will with 
Naomi by openly persecuting me; moreover, as after-events 
will show, he had conceived other plans concerning me. 
Thus, in spite of the sentence which had been passed, 
I was spared the shame I had dreaded. 

It all seemed so wonderful to me that I could hardly 
believe that my danger was passed ; and I longed greatly 
to speak to Naomi and thank her for what she had done. 
But nowhere could I see her. 

As I walked down Falmouth Street, I seemed to be tread- 
ing on air. I knew now that she must care for me, or she 
would not have braved so much to save me from danger. 
I felt that my strength had come back to me, and I cared 
no more for the threats of Cap’n Jack than for the anger of 
a puling child. Israel Barnicoat was probably lying in wait 
to do me harm, but it troubled me not. I saw this, too: 
Richard Tresidder would desire to have as little as possible 
said about my visit to Pennington, as he hoped that Naomi 
Penryn would become his son’s wife. I was sure he would 
seek other means to harm me, but not ina public way. If 
he struck me, the blow would fall in the dark ; but, as I 
said, I was not afraid—for had not my love come boldly to 
my aid, and saved me from the enmity of evil men ? 

I had nearly reached the end of the crooked street which 
makes Falmouth town when I felt a hand laid upon my 
shoulder. 

“ Well, Jaspar,” I heard a familiar voice say, and, turn- 
ing, I saw Lawyer Trefry. ; 

“Tf I were you, Jaspar, I would get out of this part of 
the country. You have escaped this time, but, as I have 


112 THE BIRTHRIGHT 


told you, the Tresidders are hungry dogs. They will never 
leave a bone till it’s clean picked.” 

I told him I knew this, but I did so with a laugh. 

“‘T tell you they'll make you laugh on the other side of 
your mouth, my lad. I know more than you think—more 
than I can tell you just now. Get out of Falmouth as soon 
as youcan. Cap’n Jack Truscott hasn’t done with you yet 
— yes, I know about him—neither has Nick Tresidder. I'll 
let you have a few pounds. A vessel will leave the harbour 
for Plymouth, and then on to London, within twenty-four 
hours. Get on board now in the daylight, and don’t leave 
her. When once you land at London Bridge you'll be 
safe.” 

Now, I must confess that the thought of seeing London 
was very dear to me; but when I remembered Naomi, 
and the tender look in her eyes, I could not make up my 
mind to go far away. 

““Come and have some dinner with me for old acquaint- 
ance sake, Jaspar,”’ he said, “‘ and let’s talk about things.” 

So I went with him (for I felt he was my true friend), 
although all the time I longed to find Naomi and to tell her 
how I thanked her for doing what she had done. 

Lawyer Trefry asked me many questions whilst we were 
together, and when I had told him my story he persuaded 
me to take some money, which, he said, he was sure I should 
repay. I promised him I would do as he had bidden me, 
and go to Plymouth, and, if possible, to London. I agreed 
to this sorely against my will, for it grieved me exceedingly 
to be away from Cornwall at a time when hope filled my 
heart. Besides, I could not help thinking that Richard 
Tresidder would take steps to render Naomi’s life miserable. 
She would be asked many questions in relation to.my visit, 
and Tryphena would be severely catechized. At first I 
did not think of the sacrifice she had made in order to serve 
me, but as I began to realize the peril in which I had been 
placed I understood that she would probably have to suffer 
much persecution. For she had no friends other than those 
who sought her wealth, and she was in their power until she 
was twenty-one. Moreover, as I recalled to memory the 
conversation between Richard Tresidder and his son, I knew 
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that no stone would be left unturned to induce her to comply 
with their wishes. All this made me long to stay near her. 
But I also saw that there was another side to the question. 
How could I help her by remaining in the district ? Was 
I not in great danger myself, and was not Cap’n Jack’s 
gang on the look-out for me? They would know that I 
should be a danger to them, and would seek to serve me 
as they had served others whom they had thought unfaith- 
ful to them. In addition to this, Richard Tresidder would 
do his utmost to harm me; especially was this apparent 
in the light of what Naomi had done. And she would 
probably suffer less persecution if it was known I had left 
that part of the country. 

So I kept my promise to Lawyer Trefry, speaking to no 
one but William Dawe and his son George, both of whom 
had become prosperous fishermen, and who made me pro- 
mise to seek their help, should I ever need it. Before dark 
I had boarded the White Swan, which lay in Falmouth Har- 
bour, and a few hours later was on my way to Plymouth. 

On our way to Plymouth I proved to Captain Maynard 
that I was not altogether ignorant of the duties of a 
sailor ; and sopleased was he with me that he offered me 
a berth on the White Swan. Knowing of nothing better 
to do, I accepted, and for the next few months worked as 
a common sailor. During that time we visited several 
ports on the coast. I saw Weymouth, Southampton, 
Portsmouth, Dover, and London ; but I will not write of 
my experiences at this time. Nothing of importance hap- 
pened, nor does that time affect the history I am trying 
to write. 

I stayed with Captain Maynard seven months, and then 
made up my mind to go back to Cornwall again. I felt 
sure that Cap’n Jack and his gang must have practically 
forgotten me, and I could not help thinking that Naomi 
needed me. I dreamed often that she was persecuted by 
the Tresidders, and that they were using cruel means to 
make her marry Nick. I was afraid, too, that she, friendless 
and alone, would at length be forced to yield to their wishes. 
So, although I had not moved. one inch forward in the 
direction of winning back what was rightly my own, and 
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although I could seemingly do no good by it, I determined 
that I would go back to Pennington, and if possible obtain 
another interview with Naomi. I was very sad, for every 
day I seemed to grow more hopeless. I had told her the 
desire of my heart ; but although she had been kind to me, 
and had sacrificed much, she had not said with her own lips 
that she cared for me more than she might care for any 
man whom she thought was unjustly treated. 

And thus the old proverb that “ actions speak louder than 
words ”’ did not to me seem true ; for actions may be misin- 
terpreted and misunderstood. Often I tried to comfort 
myself with the thought that, had she not cared for me 
more than for any other, she would not have granted me an 
interview that night when I escaped from Cap’n Jack’s 
gang. Itold myself many hundreds of times that, did her 
heart not beat for me, she would never have dared her 
uncle’s anger, braved the cruel questions at Falmouth, and 
borne what must be hard to a shrinking maiden. But for 
all this I could not believe that she loved me. How could 
it be? Who was I that I should be so blessed ? 

Nevertheless, I determined to go to her, for my heart 
ached in my hunger to be near her, and my eyes would not 
be satisfied until they again feasted on her beauty. 

It was early in July when I landed in Falmouth Harbour 
—I think on the first of the month. It was late in the after- 
noon when I set foot on solid earth ; but I did not stay in 
the town. Like one possessed I hurried towards St. Eve, 
and about half-past nine at night I stood in front of Betsey 
Fraddam’s cottage. 

“Come in, Maaster Jaspar,” said the old woman ; ‘‘ sup- 
per es zet fur three. I knawed you wos a-comin’, and zo 
ded Eli.” 

So I entered the hut ; and there surely I saw three plates 
placed on the little table. 

The old woman seemed to regard my coming as a matter 
of course, and made no more ado than if [had left her cot- 
tage that morning. Eli, on the other hand, made much of 
me. He caught my hands and rubbed them against his 
poor, distorted face, and looked up into my eyes as though 
he were overjoyed at my coming. 
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** Jaspar, I love ’ee—love ’ee!” he cried. ‘‘ Eli zo glad 
you’m back. Eli do knaw, Eli got a lot to tell ’ee!” 

“T think we’ll shut the door,” crooned Betsey, as she 
looked anxiously around the cottage. ‘‘ Nobody do knaw 
who’s “bout. Ah, Maaster Jaspar, you ded a bad thing 
when you made an enemy of Jack Fraddam. But ther’, you 
be ’ungry, and you aan’t ’ad nothin’ to ait for a long time. 
When. I knawed you wos a-comin’ I maade a conger-pie. 
I knaw you like that. Conger, baaked in milk and parsley, 
Jaspar, my deear. That edn’ bad fur a witch’s supper, es et?” 

“ How did you know I was coming ? ” I asked. 

“How ded I knaw ? ” asked Betsey scornfully. ‘‘ How 
do I knaw everything? Ef you’d a-traited me vitty, Jas- 
par, I’d ’a’ done more fur ’ee. You’d be in Pennington 
now ef you’d come and axed me; but youwudden. ‘Ow 
ded ’ee git on at Jack Fraddam’s then ? ” 

“Who’s Jack Fraddam ? ” 

“Oa, Cap’n Jack Truscott, seein’ you’re so pertikler. 
The Fraddam family es a big wawn, my deear.”’ 

“ What relation is Cap’n Jack to the Fraddams and to 
you ?’”’ I asked. 

“Ef I was to tell ’ee you’d knaw, wudden ’ee. But I 
bean’t a-goin’ to tell ’ee cheeldrean. No, I bean’t. But 
zet up tosupper. I’ve got sum things to tell ’ee bout some- 
body at Pennin’ton, and arterwards I'll tell yer fortin’, my 
deear. I bean’t a gipsy, but I c’n do that.” 

As I sat at the table, with Eli opposite me on the little 
window-seat, and Betsey near me, it seemed as though I 
had not been away at all. Nor did the old woman show 
any interest in what I had been doing. 

“Why ’ave ’ee come back, Jaspar? ”’ she asked presently, 
looking at me with her light, piercing eyes, while she kept 
on munching with her toothless gums, until the white, stiff 
hairs which grew on the tip of her nose almost touched those 
on her chin. 

I did not speak. 

“No, you caan’t tell,” said she; “ you dunnaw why 
yerzelf. You’ve cum ’cause you caan’t ’elp et, my deear. 
Yer ’art kipt achin’ and longin’ so that you cudden stay 


away.” 
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I continued silent, for I knew she told the truth. 

“But ’tes no use, Jaspar, my deear. You aan’t a-got 
the money ta buy back Pennin’ton ; and besides, the job’s 
done.” 

“What job’s done? ’”’ I asked eagerly. 

“‘ Neck Trezidder and thicky purty maid.” 

“How? Whatdoyoumean? Tell me?” Icried,start- 
ing from the seat. 

‘Ther’ was no Pennin’ton ever born that’s a match for 
a Trezidder,’”’ chuckled Betsey. 

“Tell me!” 

‘Th’ baans* ’ll be cried in the church next Sunday,” 
said Betsey. 

“‘ How do you know ? ” I asked, feeling my knees trem- 
ble and my heart grow cold. 

“It doan’t need a white witch to know that,” cried 
Betsey. “’Tes in everybody’s mouth. Ef you stayed a 
month longer, they’d ’a’ bin married by now.” 

I did not stop to consider how Betsey knew of my love 
for Naomi Penryn. It was evident she did know, as she 
appeared to know everything else. Besides, I was in a 
state of torment at the news she had told me. 

‘Have the banns been called in church? ” I asked. 

““Tss,’”’ cried Betsey. 

“No,” said Eli. ‘‘ I went ther’ last Zunday to heer fur 
myzelf, but the passon dedn’ zay nothin’ ’bout et.” 

“ Aw,” grunted Betsey, angry that she had been dis- 
covered to have made a mistake, yet looking lovingly 
toward her son, “‘then they’ll be cried nex’ Zunday.” 

“No, they won’t,” I said passionately. 

“Tell ’ee ther’s no chance fur ’ee, Jaspar. Ther’ve bin 
oal soarts ov taales ’bout you. She’s awful vexed now that 
she saaved ’ee from ’angin’.”’ 

By this time I had somewhat mastered my excitement, 
and I knew that the best way to learn all Betsey would care 
to tell me was to be silent. 

“’Tes like this,” said Betsey. ‘‘ Tryphena, Pennin’ton’s 
cook,’ ev’ got the sack for laivin’ you git into the kitchin.”’ 

“And what’s become of her? ” 

* Banns, 
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“ She’s livin’ in Fammuth. Where she do git ’er money 
I dunnaw. I aan’t a-took the trouble to vind out. As 
fur the purty maid, she’ve ’ad a offul life. And she’ve 
promised to marry young Maaster Neck. Es fur you, Jas- 
par, my deear, why, Israel Barnicoat, who do live ovver to 
Kynance, do zay that ’e zee’d you in Plemmouth weth a 
maid thet you wos agoin’ to marry. Others ’ave zeed ’ee 
too. Anyhow, the purty maid es agoin’ to marry Neck.” 

I tried to understand what this meant. And in spite of 
everything my heart grew light. Why should Israel Barni- 
coat concoct a story about my being married in Plymouth, 
and tell it at Pennington? Why should the story be used 
as a reason for Naomi marrying Nick ? 

“It shall never be,” I cried gladly. 

“We sh’ll zee,”’ grunted Betsey, “‘ we sh’ll zee this very 
minnit. Ould Betsey ’ll tell ’ee yer fortin’, Jaspar Pen- 
nin’ton, and Eli sh’ll git the broth. Ther’, Eli, my deear, 
taake out the brandis.” 

Now, a brandis, as all Cornish folk know, is a three-legged 
stand made of iron. It is generally placed on the ground 
over a fire, and supports crocks, frying-pans, boilers, or 
anything that may be used. 

Eli put this brandis in the middle of the kitchen, on the 
stone floor. 

“Now, bring the crock,” crooned Betsey; and Eli 
brought the crock and placed it on the brandis. 

“Put in the broth,’ commanded Betsey, and Eli 
obeyed her. 

““What time es et? ” asked Betsey. 

“‘ Elev’n a’clock.” 

“In twenty minuits the moon ’ll be vull,” muttered the 
old dame. 

Betsey made nine circles around the brandis and nine 
passes over the crock; all the time she munched and 
munched with her toothless jaws. Presently she began 
to repeat words which, to me, had no meaning, but which 
I will write down in plain English. 

‘‘A first-born son, a first-born son, 
Is this young Jaspar Pennington, 
And he is here on a moonlit night 
To see the spirits of the light. 
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And I have made my potions fine, 
And traced my circles nine times nine. 
So mists depart, Tregeagle come 

And show the lad his own true home, 
Spirits black and spirits white, 

Spirits bad and spirits bright, 

Come to Betsey’s house to-night, 

And we shall see the things of light.” 

All this time she kept blowing on the liquid in the crock, 
while Eli set up the most unearthly cries, as though he were 
in pain. 

A great terror seized me, for Betsey’s form seemed to 
dilate. 

“No, Betsey,” I cried, ‘“ I’ll have nothing to do with this 
wickedness.” 

“Stop yer noise,’ she snarled. ‘‘ There they come— 

: “Join all hands 
Might and main, 
Weave the sands, 
Form a chain, 
Spirits black and spirits white, 
Let the first-born know the truth to-night.” 

Now, whether I was carried away by superstitious fear 
or no I will not say. I simply put down in simple words 
that which I saw and heard. For a few seconds all was 
still, and then the room seemed full of strange, wailing 
sounds while Betsey continued to blow the liquid in the 
crock and utter meaningless words. 

“ Look in the crock, Jaspar Pennin’ton,’’ she said. 

I looked on the dark liquid, but could see nothing. 

She blew again. “ Now look,” she repeated. 

As I looked something dark and formless seemed to rise 
from the crock ; but I saw nothing distinctly. 

“Git away,’ she snarled. ‘I'll look.” 

“A rollin’ say, Jaspar. Waves like mountains; then 
a black hole, black as pitch, and greathigh walls. After 
that—Ill tell ’ee d’reckly. As for the maid—laive me zee— 

“Priests all shaved 
Clothed in black, 
Convent walls, 
Screws and rack, 
Women walkin’ in procession, 
Cravin’ for a dead man’s blessin’, 
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Weepin’ eyes, wailing cries, 
Lonely, lonely, oal alone. 

A heart as cold as any stone 
Cryin’ for a hopeless love, 
Helpless, harmless as a dove. 
Others spend the damsel’s gold, 
And only half the taale is told.” 


Now, as I said when I commenced writing this history, 
there are many things which happened to me that I cannot 
understand. For my own part I have tried to explain 
away what Betsey told me in the light of after events, which 
I shall relate presently. I have tried again and again to 
show that her words were very vague, and could have no 
definite meaning. I maintained this to Mr. John Wesley 
when I told him the story; but he shook his head, and 
said something about dreaming dreams and seeing visions. 
Not that I attach any undue weight to Mr. Wesley’s words. 
I have nothing against this man, but, for my own part, 
the old religion of the parish church and the Prayer-book 
is good enough for me. These Methodists, who have grown 
very mighty these last few years, and claim a sort of supe- 
rior religion, tell a man he’s going to hell because he’s fond of 
wrestling, are nothing in my way. The Penningtons have 
been wrestlers for generations, and never threw a man 
unfairly ; besides, they always shook hands before and after 
the hitch, as honest, kindly men should. And when I’m 
told that they were on the wrong road because of this, I 
say the new religion does not suit me. At the same time, 
Mr. John Wesley, who is doubtless a good man, although 
some folks call him a Papist and others a madman, did 
believe Betsey Fraddam had powers which the common run 
of folks do not possess. Not that he believed that those 
powers were good ; concerning that the great man was very 
reserved. 

But I am departing from my story, and that I must not 
do, for I have many things to tell—so many that it will not 
be well for me to stray from the track of the tale. 

I must confess that the words which I heard Betsey say 
impressed me very much—so much that they were engraved 
on my memory. I had become more and more interested 
in what she was doing, and was now anxious to hear more. 
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“‘ What is the half of the tale which is not told ? ’’ I asked 
eagerly. 

But she did not reply. 

“Eli, Eli, you hear ? ’’ she cried suddenly. 

“Iss, iss,” grunted Eli. “’Tes the smugglin’ gang.” 

“°Tes Jack! Jaspar, you mus’n’ be seed. Git out in 
the gar’n.” 

“ He caan’t,” laughed Eli. ‘“‘ The spence, Jaspar. Run 
to the spence.” 

I entered a door which opened into a small compartment, 
in the which Betsey’s firewood, a box of tools, and many 
household utensils, were hidden. 

I had scarcely closed the door when I heard the voices 
of Cap’n Jack Truscott and others of this gang. 
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* ELL, Betsey, my deear,” I heard Cap’n Jack say, 

“still on yer ould gaame. I hop’ we’ve brok’ the 
spell, my deear. ’Ted’n vitty I tell ’ee. A pious man 
like me do nat’rally grieve over the sins of the flesh. But 
*ere’s Cap’n Billy Coad ; you ain’t a-spoke to ’e ’et.”’ 

I wished there had been a hole in the door, for I hada 
great desire to see Billy Coad, of whom I had heard Cap’n 
Jack speak so often. I heard his voice however. It was 
softer even than Cap’n Jack’s, and was wheedling, as though 
he wanted to get on comfortably with every one. 

“Hope you be brave, Cap’n Billy,’’ croaked Betsey. 
“Eli, put away this broth; thews booys doan’t want 
none of that soort.” 

“No, Betsey; it do grieve me, yer nearest blood relation, 
to zee ’ee follin’ in such ways.” 

“You've bin glad ov me, though,” retorted Betsey. 

“Iss ; you be a gifted woman. You got et from Granfer. 
He tould ’ee a lot ov things, dedn’a then? ” 

““Mor’n I shell tell.” 

“Come now, Betsey, laive us be oal comfortable like. 
You’ve got your gifts and I’ve got mine. I doan’t care 
*bout sperrits to-night, Betsey ; but you’ve got some good 
wine—that I knaw. Ah! Cap’n Billy ded some good trade 
on his laast voyage.” 
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“Good traade !”’ sneered Betsey. ‘‘ What’s your traade 
nowadays? Zee what Granfer ded.” 

“Iss, I’ve wanted to talk to ’ee ’bout et, Betsey, my 
deear. I’vebin very good to you.” 

I heard some clinking of glass, and I knew they were 
drinking. I had distinguished only two voices, but by the 
footsteps I judged that more than two had entered the 
cottage. In this, however, I was mistaken, for the others 
who had come with him left at the door. 

“Iss, I’ve bin very good to youand Eli,’’ repeated Cap’n 
Jack. “ You’ve never wanted summin’ warm to drink.” 

“A fat lot I’ve ’ad from ’ee,” retorted Betsey; “and 
I ain’t a-wanted nothin’ nuther. I’ve got my ’ouse, and 
I’ve got summin’ to ait ; so’ve Eli.” 

“Iss. I sh’ll make a man ov Eli.” 

I heard Eli laugh in his strange, gurgling way. 

“T’ve made money—mor’n Tamsin ’Il want; well, and . 
why sha’n’t Eli ’ave some ov it ? ” 

“What ’e’ll git from you'll be good for sore eyes,” 
snarled the old woman. “ Ugh! ef I wanted money—aw, 
aw !—-well, I knaw!”’ 

“You’m thinkin’ ’bout the treasure. But you caan’t 
git et, Betsey. Ef ould Granfer ded bury et somewhere 
out to say—well, you caan’t git et. But ded a bury a 
treasure, Betsey? Ef’e ded, why ded a die so poor? ” 

Betsey did not reply. 

“Doan’t you think ’tes oal lies, Betsey. Where’s the 
paper weth the d’reckshuns? I know’e sailed weth Cap’n 
Richy Cundy—everybody do knaw that ; and it’s zed that 
the Cap’n was very rich—took oal soarts of things from 
the Spaniards and the Portugeese ; but then, where ded a 
putet? Zum zay on Lundy Island, others that ’e found a 
caave in Annette Island, and others that he found a place 
on the South Says; but edn’ et oal a taale, Betsey, my 
deear ?”’ 

Betsey remained silent, while Eli grunted. 

“‘Granfer zaid that ’e stailed the d’reckshuns,” con- 
tinued Cap’n Jack ; ‘“‘ ef a ded, where be um? ” 

“S’poase I was to tell ’ee? ” sneered Betsey. ‘ Well, 
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you'd git et. As for Eli, ’e cud go a-beggin’. 
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“ Eli shud ’ave aaf,” said Cap’n Jack, with a most. ter- 
rible oath, “and Billy and we’d ’ave the other aaf fur 
our share. Tha’s fair, Betsey.” 

“No, no, no! ” cried Eli, ‘‘ it’s oal lies, oal lies! ’’ And 
there was, I thought, a note of fear in his voice. 

“‘ Mind, Betsey,” cried Cap’n Jack, ‘whether you tell 
me or no, we'll vind out. Ef you ve ’eed away they d’reck- 
shuns, we’ll vind um, mind that ! ” 

‘*“ You’ve zaid zo afore,” sneered Betsey. 

“?Ave us? Zo we ’ave,” replied Cap’n Jack. “ But 
I be a religious man. I want to trait my relaashuns fair 
I do; everybody that do knaw me, do knaw that. Well, 
I’ve talked oal soarts of ways bout that treasure, Betsey 
—I have. I’ve zaid I doan’t b’leeve in et, zoI ’ave. But 
wotthen? Well, I’m a-goin’ to vind et!” 

“ Aw, aw!” chuckled Betsey. 

“T’m a man of my word; zo’s Billy. Whenever I’ve 
zaid a thing I’ve done it.” 

“Aw, tha’s ev et es et? I’ve ’eerd you zay that any 
man who runned away from your gang you’d kill. I’ve 
’eer’d you zay you’d do fur Jaspar Pennin’ton. ‘Ave ’ee, 
Jack Fraddam? Why, ’e got off bootiful—jist through a 
maid—iss, and went to say, and no one stopped un! ” 

“ And why, Betsey, why? ’CosI am a fond and lovin’ 
vather, tha’s why. Tamsin made a vool ov me, tha’s 
why. I maade a mistake in takin’ Jaspar to Kynance, 
’cos Tamsin got to like un. Well, I ‘lowed un to git away. 
I promist Tamsin that while he kipt his tongue atween hes 
teeth I’d laive un go. But laive un tell things, laive un 
tell anybody where our caaves be, laive un split bout other 
things he do knaw—well!”’ and Cap’n Jack nodded signi- 
ficantly. 

“ Aw, aw!” sneered Betsey, “ he strangled Israel Barni- 
coat, and thrawed the lantern ovver the cliff. An’ ther’ 
ea no wreck that night. Aw, aw! You be a man, you 

e! 

“A merciful, pious man, tha’s wot I be. But doan’t 
’ee laugh, Betsey. Do ’ee think I dunnaw that Jaspar 
landed in Fammuth to-day? He’s watched, I tell ’ee.” 

At this the sweat streamed from every pore of my skin, 
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and I hardened my muscles to fight for dear life. I felt 
Cap’n Jack’s was no vain threat, and that I owed my life 
to Tamsin. 

“Where es a now then ? ” queried Betsey. 

“°F ’s lyin’ luff in Fammuth town, my deear ; but ’e must 
be very careful.” 

At this I breathed more freely again. 

“T’m a kind man,” continued Cap’n Jack. “I’ve bin 
kind to you, Betsey. I knaw that ef you’ve got they 
d’reckshuns you’ve kipt ’em for Eli. But, Betsey, my 
deear, ’e caan’t do nothin’ by hisself. We'll share fair, 
Betsey ; I’ll give my Bible oath to that.” 

“IT taake no noatice ov yur Bible oaths,” snarled Betsey, 
“but I knaw you’d kipt to what you promised. Ef you 
dedn’, I’d make yer flesh drop off yer boans bit by bit ; I’d 
raise the sperrits of v 

“Doan’t ’ee, Betsey,” cried Cap’n Jack ; and his voice 
trembled with fear. “‘I knaw you be a gifted woman ; I 
knaw you can do terrible things. Ef there’s a treasure, 
Betsey, laive me vind et, and Elish’ll live in the finest state 
o’ land in this blessed county.” 

“Tl think ’bout it. I caan’t raid, that you knaw—but, 
but come out ’ere in the gar’n, Jack.” 

With that, Billy Coad, Cap’n Jack and Betsey went into 
the garden, while Eli sat by the chimney and chuckled as 
though a great joy had come into his heart. 

They did not stay long, and I suspected that Betsey 
told them something she did not wish me to know. 
When they came back again I heard Betsey tell Eli to fetch 
the crock and brandis into the middle of the room. 

Then Betsey blew on the pot again, as I had seen her blow, 
and made the two men repeat things after her which I did 
not hear distinctly ; and all the time Eli chuckled and 
grunted as though he enjoyed himself vastly. 

After this all the four went into the garden, and they 
stayed there a long while, leaving me to muse over the 
strange things I had heard. Not that it came altogether 
as a surprise to me, for I had often heard of Granfer Fraddam 
knowing something about a treasure. I do not think any 
one had taken much notice of it, for there were scores of 
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meaningless stories about lost treasures that passed from 
lip to lip among the gossips in the days when I was a lad. 

Now, however, that which I had heard gave me much 
food for thought, and I wondered whether there was any 
truth in the story. I determined, too, that I would ask 
Eli, for I believed that what Betsey knew he would know, 
and I was sure he was anxious to serve me. 

When Betsey and Eli returned, the two men had gone. 
I came from my hiding-place, and began to ply them with 
questions. But neither of them would give me answers. 
Betsey seemed very thoughtful, while Eli pulled some 
sacks from under the settle, so that I might have a bed. 
Before Betsey climbed the creaky stairs which led to the 
room where she slept, she fixed her whitey, shining eyes 
upon me, and, holding up her hand, bade me be silent about 
what I had seen and heard. 

“Ef you tell, Jaspar Pennin’ton,” she croaked, “ ef 
you tell——-you’ve ’eerd ov fallin’ flesh a’an’t ’ee? Well, 
think ov it.” 

“T shall say nothing,” I replied. 

“No,” she said, continuing to look steadily at me, “ no, 
you waan’t. I c’n zee you waan’t.” 

Then she left me, and I lay down on the sacks. I did 
not awake until I heard Eli telling me that breakfast was 
ready. 

Then I arose, upbraiding myself for having slept so long, 
for I had intended finding my way to Pennington in the 
early morning. 1 know this seems very foolish, for if the 
Tresidders found me on the land they called theirs, all my 
purposes would be frustrated. 

“ Breakfas’, breakfas’, Jaspar,”’ said Eli. 

“No, I’m going out,” I replied. 

“Tedn’ no use, tedn’ no use,” grunted the poor dwarf ; 
“she edn’ there.” 

“Where is she, then? ” 

“* Jist agone by, ridin’ to Fammuth town.” 

“How do you know? ” 

“I zeed um. She and Maaster Tresidder, and Maaster 
Neck Tresidder, and Miss Em’ly.” 

“Are you sure, Eli? ” 
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Then I quickly ate what had been prepared for me, and 
having given Betsey a guinea out of the few I had been able 
to earn whilst I had been away, I tramped to Falmouth. 
I reached the town in less than two hours from the time 
I had left Betsey’s cottage. I walked up and down Fal- 
mouth Street, looking around in the hopes of finding Naomi, 
not because I could do anything if I found her, but because 
I longed greatly to see her—longed more than words can 
tell. At length noon-day came, and still my eyes con- 
tinued to ache for asight of her, and my heart grew heavy. 
I found, too, that the streets became more and more crowded 
every minute, until I asked myself if it were a fair. But 
such was not the case. The reason of the tumult was that 
Mr. John Wesley had arrived in Falmouth, and his coming 
had caused a great uproar. I heard all sorts of stories 
about him, and many were the threats made concerning 
him. Some said he was a Papist, who wanted to bring 
back Popery to the country, while others declared that he 
desired to raise a rebellion against the king and crown. 
Several clergymen from distant parishes had come into the 
town, and these, almost without exception, were very 
bitter towards him ; the publicans even, who did a very 
big trade that day because of his coming, cried out against 
him very loudly. On the other hand, I heard that many 
people had come because of the great good he had done, 
and because through him they had, to use their own lan- 
guage, “‘ become new creatures.” This I will say: those 
who befriended Mr. Wesley seemed very steady folk. They 
used no bad language, nor were they mad with drink, as 
many of the others were. 

I did not pay as much heed to the state of the town as 
I should under other circumstances. I cared for little but 
the sight of Naomi’s face, while to hear her voice I would 
have given anything. ” 

Now, as I walked disconsolately along the street finding 
my way among the crowd that grew greater and greater, 
I stopped outside a linen-draper’s shop, which was kept by 
one Humphry Bolitho ; and to my great joy I saw Naomi 
coming therefrom. By her side was Emily Tresidder. I 
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was wondering how I could speak to my love, when the 
woman in the shop called Richard Tresidder’s daughter 
back, just as Naomi’s eyes met mine. 

She gave no start of surprise at seeing me, so that even 
then I was sure the Tresidders knew of my return; but 
she seemed, I thought, in doubt as to whether she should 
speak to me. But I had found my opportunity, and I 
determined not to be baulked in my purpose, especially as 
Emily Tresidder had gone back into the shop again. 

‘““ Mistress Naomi,” I stammered, hardly knowing the 
words that passed from my lips, ‘‘ I thank you for what you 
did months ago. I loved you then; I love you a thousand 
times more now.” 

I saw the blood mount to her brow, and for a moment 
I could not tell whether she was angry or no. She looked 
anxiously back into the shop, then up and down the street. 

“ You are in danger here,”’ she said. 

“T care not, now I see you,” I cried. “I have done 
nothing wrong, except that I am doing wrong in loving you. 
I have not won back Pennington yet, but I will do it—God 
helping, I will—if—if—you will give me just one word of 
promise.” 

I spoke so quietly that no one could hear ; and indeed, the 
crowd seemed too much bent on other things to notice me. 

“Tt is no use,”’ looking anxiously around her. ‘It is 
no use. I am to be married to Nick Tresidder—at least, 
they all want me to marry him.” 

“Nol” dienied:'=* Nol?’ 

“T cannot help myself,” she said piteously. 

““Do you love him ? ”’ I asked. 

“No,” she replied, again looking eagerly around. 

“Then !”’ I cried, “‘ you shall not marry him.” 

And my heart jumped for joy, for I saw a look of gladness 
flash into her eyes. 

“Come with me,” I continued; ‘come away where it is 
quiet. No one will notice us among all this crowd.” 

“No, no, I dare not ; I am watched everywhere, and you 
are watched. We may be safe here for a few minutes 
longer, for when Emily is talking about finery she is forget- 
ful of all else ; but I must not leave here.” 
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“See now,’ Icried. ‘‘ Betsey Fraddam told me last night 
that all sorts of lying stories have been afloat about me.” 

“T have believed none of them.” 

“ Also Nick Tresidder has told the parson to have your 
banns called at the parish church.” 

““ But not with my consent,”’ she said eagerly. 

“Naomi Penryn,”’ I cried, ‘‘ I know I seem a worthless, 
thriftless sort of fellow, for as yet I have done nothing to 
get back Pennington ; but if you could love me just a little ”’ 
—and I looked towards her appealingly. ‘“‘ Anyhow, 
trust me,”’ I continued, ‘‘and be not afraid. IReemember 
I shall love you till I die, and I will be always near you, to 
be your friend.” 

I said this in the heat of my love and youth, for nothing 
seemed impossible to me then. Somehow, I knew not how, 
a greater strength had come into my life, and I thought not 
of difficulty and danger. 

She looked at me eagerly ; a film seemed to come over 
her eyes, and I thought she was about to say something. 
Then a look of terror flashed across her face. “Go!” she 
cried ; ‘go! There is my guardian! Oh, take care of 
yourself ! ’’ and she rushed into the shop, leaving me stand- 
ing by the door, only partially hidden from the crowd by 
some things which had been placed there. 

I quickly mingled with the people, but I knew that both 
Nick Tresidder and his father had seen me, and I was sure 
that if they went into Humphry Bolitho’s shop they, would 
find out that Naomi had spoken to me. But I felt very 
joyous. True, Naomi had not told me she loved me, or 
that she thought of me with more than passing kindness ; 
but the flash of her eyes revealed to me that she could not 
be moulded at will, even by such men as the Tresidders, or 
such a woman as Richard Tresidder’s mother. Naturally, 
I felt afraid for her, and for all she would have to suffer ; 
yet the remembrance of the fact that she had spoken to me 
kindly, as though she were anxious for my welfare, filled me 
with a great hope ; and hope giveth wings of strength to 
those who are weighted with great burdens. 

I had not been in the crowd above a minute before I felt 
myself carried along the street, as if by the force of a mighty 
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torrent. I was hemmed in on every side by a seething mass 
of men and women, some of whom were praying and sing- 
ing, while others used many profane words, and uttered 
threats which it would not be seemly for me to write down. 
I quickly learned that the people were making their way 
towards the house of a lady who I was told was called Mrs. 
Bennetto, although I am not sure that this was the correct 
name. I asked why they wanted to get there, and was 
informed that Mr. John Wesley was there. 

When we arrived at the house there was a great amount 
of shouting, so great that had a storm been raging at sea 
close by I do not think we could have heard it. 

“Laive us git to un! laive us git to un!’’ shouted the 
crowd eagerly and angrily. 

Now, I have always loved fair play, so I asked why they 
wanted to get at Mr. Wesley ; and at that moment, there 
being a lull, and my voice being deep and strong, my ques- 
tion was heard. 

“ He’s a Canorum,” they shouted. ‘“‘He’sa Papist. He 
drives men and women maazed! He keeps ’em from goin’ 
to church! He destroys honest trade!’ These, among 
other things, I heard as I struggled to get to the door. 

There was no law or order in the place. Not a single 
constable seemed near, and for the moment the friends 
of the preacher appeared afraid to act in his defence. 

Presently I got to the door of the house, and I think my 
great proportions frightened some of them. 

“ Look you,” I said, “‘he is one and you are many. I 
do not know this man, but I have heard up and down the 
country that he hath done much good. If any man dares 
molest him, I will strike him down as I would strike down a 
yelping cur.’ 

For a moment there was a quiet, and the friends of Mr. 
Wesley took heart ; for although it seems like boasting to 
say so, I think the sight of one strong, courageous man, as 
I thank God I have ever been, always has a tendency to 
quell the anger of an unreasoning mob. 

“ He’s not a friend to the people,” they cried. ‘‘ He’s 
destroyed the trade of Jimmy Crowle, who do kip a kiddley- 
wink over to Zennor. ’Tedn’ no use kippin’ a public ’ouse 
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after he’ve bin to a plaace. He do turn people maazed. 
He do convert ’em and then they waan’t zing songs, nor 
git drunk, nor do a bit of smugglin’, nor nothin’.” 

This was said, not as I have written it down, but came 
to me in confused, excited ejaculations from many quarters. 

“ Tf that is all he hath done,” I said, ‘‘ there is no reason 
for anger.” 

For a moment there was a silence among the crowd, and 
I heard voices from within the house. 

Said a woman, “‘ Oh, sir, what must we do? ” 

“We must pray,” was the reply. This was in a man’s 
voice, and strangely sweet and strong ; even then it thrilled 
me greatly. 

I believe that many, angry as they had been, would have 
turned away at that moment, but some drunken privateers 
were among the mob, and one of them came and pushed me 
savagely. I caught the man and lifted him above my head 
and threw him from me. This angered the privateers 
greatly, and they smashed down the door, while others 
swore great oaths at me. 

“What will ’em do weth the Canorum? ” I heard the 
people cry ; and then there was a silence again. I think 
they were subdued, as indeed I was, by the sound of a man’s 
voice. 

“Here I am,” I heard Mr. Wesley say. ‘‘ Which of you 
has anything tosay tome? To whom have I done wrong ? 
To you? to you?” 

At this the people seemed eager beyond measure to catch 
sight of him, and they shouted, ‘‘ Come out, come out! 
Lev us zee ’ee.” 

Others shouted, “‘ Ef we can git to un, we'll kill un. We 
doan’t want no Canorums ; we doan’t want nonew sort ov 
religion. We like our beer and wrastlin’, we do.” 

“Look!” I shouted. ‘‘ Giveevery man fair play. Let 
him speak for himself. If he hath anything to tell us, let 
him tell it.” 

“Iss, iss,’’ shouted the crowd ; “ lev un spaik.” 

With that I heard the same voice which I had heard 
inside the house speaking, only this time it was louder. 
It was not panic-stricken ; it was perfectly calm and fear- 
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less. It was singularly rich in tone, too, and it reached, I 
should think, to the very outskirts of the crowd. A solemn 
hush fell upon the people as they heard it. It was like a 
stormy sea which had suddenly become calm. 

‘‘ Neighbours and countrymen,”’ said the voice, ‘‘ do you 
desire me to speak ? ”’ 

“No, no,” shouted some. ‘‘ Put un in stocks, throw un 
in the say.” 

Then I spoke again. “‘ Fair play, Cornishmen ! give the 
stranger fair play. Let him speak.” 

‘Iss, iss,’ cried the larger portion of the crowd; “he 
sh’ll ’ave fair play ; he sh’ll spaik.”’ 

With that a gangway was made, and then I turned and 
saw the man, who had created such a great commotion 
in the country, come bareheaded into the middle of the 
street. The surging crowd hustled each other, some eager 
to do him injury, but many more anxious to hear what he 
had to say. 

As for myself, I was silent, for the sight of him impressed 
me greatly. 


CHAPTER XIV 


T first sight, there seemed nothing very striking about 
Mr. John Wesley’s appearance. He was, I thought, 
rather under-sized, and at that moment I failed to see why 
he should cause so much commotion. As I looked again, 
however, I could not help being impressed by the calm 
strength which shone from hiseyes. He appeared to possess 
a power unknown tomost men. Had I, Jaspar Pennington, 
been brought face to face with such a crowd, I should have 
challenged the strongest man there to come out and let us 
fight a fair battle; but Mr. Wesley seemed only desirous 
to do good. He spoke calmly, and with much assurance, 
about our being sinners, and children of hell, and how we 
could be saved from everlasting perdition by believing in 
Christ, Who had appeased God’s anger towards us. 
Now, I am not a critical man, but even at that moment 
I could not quite see his meaning, for it seemed as though 
God were divided against Himself, and that God the Son felt 
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differently towards us from God the Father. This, to an 
unlearned man like myself, brought only confusion. More- 
over, as he spoke, while I could not help admiring his cour- 
age, and vowing in my heart that all one man could do to 
defend him I would do, I felt he was not a lovable man. 
He spoke with a sort of superiority which I did not admire, 
and seemed to think highly of himself. I know it sounds 
like presumption for me, an obscure, ignorant man, to write 
this, especially when I think of the good he has done; never- 
theless, such thoughts came into my mind as I watched him. 
Perhaps the consciousness of his power over the multitudes 
merely gave him a confidence which I did not understand, 
or perhaps the fact that he was one of the principal men 
of the age made him feel his importance. For I think a 
man must be more than human if, talked about as Mr. Wes- 
ley has been, he does not become possessed of great esteem 
for himself. 

After he had been talking a few minutes, however, I 
forgot all this ; his little form seemed to dilate with a strange 
life, and many evil men groaned as if with anguish. His 
voice became more and more resonant, and presently a 
touch of tenderness, which was at first absent, mingled with 
his tones. 

Before long that great crowd became subdued ; and then 
I knew the power of the human voice, of true courage, and 
of a good life. For I believe that the mob realized, although 
they might not have been able to put their thoughts into 
words, that this man was gifted with an influence which can 
only come to those who live with God. 

After he had been speaking some time, a clergyman, 
accompanied by some of the principal people of the town, 
addressed the crowd ; and heso angered them that I believe 
injury would have been done had not the town officials 
been present. Even with their presence Mr. Wesley 
seemed in great danger, and in my anxiety to help him— 
for he had stirred my heart greatly during the latter part 
of his address—I came to his side. 

“* No man shall touch Master Wesley,” said I. 

He looked up at me (for I think I was about a foot taller 
than he), and he said, “‘ Thank you, young man.’ 
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“Whither would you go? ” I asked. ee: will walk by 
your side and will let no man harm you.” 

“T thank you,” he repeated. “God hath evidently 
gifted you with great strength. Use it for His glory. I 
will accept your escort to Mrs. Maddern’s house, but I have 
a strength which is Omnipotent on my side. I will trust 
and not be afraid.” 

Even as he spoke I felt how true his words were, and 
then we walked down the street towards the sea, he con- 
tinuing to preach most of the time. 

When we reached the door of Mrs. Maddern’s he said, 
“What is your name, young man? ”’ 

““ Jaspar Pennington,” I replied. 

“Tt is an old Cornish name.”’ And then, looking into 
my eyes, he said, “Is your heart at peace with God and 
man—especially with man?” This he asked meaningly. 

I did not answer him, for it occurred to me that the town 
officials who walked with him had told him who I was, 
although I had not heard. 

“Trust in the Lord and do good, Jaspar Pennington,” 
he said quietly, “ so shalt thou dwell in the land, and verily 
thou shalt be fed. Delight thyself also in the Lord, and He 
shall give thee the desires of thine heart.” 

Then he went into the house, and I felt as though a bene- 
diction rested upon me. 

It was now well on to six o’clock in the evening, but being 
summer-time the light was still bright. I wended.my way 
towards Humphry Bolitho’s shop, musing upon what the 
great man had said to me, but thinking far more of my 
meeting with Naomi. It is true I was too excited to under- 
stand the real significance of all that had passed, but the 
impression left upon me was gladsome, and my heart beat 
high with hope. Perhaps the peaceful words that Mr. 
Wesley had spoken made me rejoice, but the fact that Naomi 
had spoken kindly to me was that upon which my mind 
rested most fondly. 

When Ireached Humphry Bolitho’s shop I looked eageriy 
inside, as though I expected to see Naomi there ; but only 
strangers were within the building. Then I came to the 
spot where, a year before, I had been publicly degraded, 
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and where I had first seen my love. At that time my mind 
and heart had been full of bitterness ; and yet perhaps the 
piteousness of my condition had caused her to think kindly 
of me. So, even at the place of my degradation, I hoped 
that my enemies’ deeds might work out for me an exceed- 
ing great reward. Neither did I feel so bitterly towards 
the Tresidder family. I still determined to win back my 
own and to fulfil my promise to my father, but I wished 
my enemies no harm. I wondered, too, whether John 
Wesley’s words were not a prophecy, providing I would 
fulfil the conditions. 

But this feeling did not last long. I began to picture the 
danger Naomi was in, and I thought of Nick Tresidder 
trying to persuade her to marry him. If he succeeded, 
what joy should I have in life—ay, what would Pennington 
be to me? Only an empty tomb. And my heart would 
be eaten out with vain longings even to the end of my days. 
For such is the mystery of life, and such is the value of a 
woman’s life to the man who loves her. I entered an inn 
to get some refreshments ; for I had eaten nothing since 
morning. The landlord, John Snell by name, had known 
me in my more prosperous days, and asked me to come into 
the parlour, which he assured me was empty. Desiring 
quiet, I accepted his invitation. I had been there perhaps 
an hour, and was planning what I should do that night, when 
John Snell came into the room bearing a letter. 

“‘ A booy ’ave jist brought it, Maaster Jaspar,” he said. 

“ A letter for me!” I cried in astonishment. 

“Iss ; ther’s your naame top of it, edn’ et?” 

I read the inscription—‘‘ Jaspar Pennington, Esquire.” 

Now the word “‘ Esquire ” made me wonder ; moreover, 
it set my heart a-beating hard, for I thought I recognized 
the writing. Still I was not sure. 

I did not break the seal because, although John Snell 
seemed friendly towards me, I did not wish him to be 
present when I read the missive ; for I hoped that Naomi 
was the writer. 

Presently John left me alone, and then I anxiously read 
and re-read the words which had been written. They 
were very few, but they made my heart burn with great 
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joy, for they told me that I might soon see my love again. 
This is what the letter contained— 

“If you would help me, meet me to-night at Pendennis Castle 
gates at the hour often. I will then tell you what it was impossible 
for me to say at Humphry Bolitho’s shop. If you love me, do not 
refuse ; I am in greater danger than you think. If you fail, our 
only hope is gone.” 

Now, as I said, I read this letter many times, and pon- 
dered greatly over its contents. I made up my mind I 
would not fail, for the letter told me of Naomi’s love and 
Naomi’s danger. The thought of speaking to her without 
hindrance was bliss beyond all words. So much joy did 
I feel, indeed, that I thought not of where Naomi was when 
she wrote it, or how she was to escape her guardian in order 
to speak to me. Enough that her own hands had penned 
these lines, while the joy coming from the knowledge that 
she sought my help made me incapable of thinking clearly. 
I felt certain she had written the letter, for I compared it 
with the only other Ifhad received from her, and whic) I 
carried with me wherever I went. Long before the hour 
of ten, therefore, I made my way towards Pendennis 
Castle. The little town was nearly asleep. No sounds 
reached me save those of revellers in some kiddleywinks 
mear the shore. Presently, as I grew calmer, many doubts 
came tome. By what means would Naomi reach the castle 
gates? Who would accompany her ?—for I could not 
think she would come alone. Why was she staying in 
Falmouth over-night ? And, above all, how would she 
elude the vigilance of those who guarded her ? 

If I had had to wait long I have no doubt that many more 
questions would have arisen, for in spite of my joyful anti- 
cipations my mind began to clear, and I thought of many 
things which did not come to me as I read the letter. 
Besides, try as I might to throw off the feeling, a great 
dread laid hold of me, and I looked anxiously around me, 
as if fearful of my surroundings. 

Below me, in the near distance, the waves swished on 
éhe shore, while out at sea, perhaps a mile, I could see the 
lights of a ship twinkling. But for the musical sound of 
the waves all was silent ; the night was clear and bright ; 
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the moon’s beams played with the sea, making the waves 
shine like diamonds. 

Presently I came to the drawbridge near the castle gates. 
I knew it was nearly ten o’clock, but it might want a few 
minutes to the hour, so I leant against the castle walls. 

A low sound reached me, and thinking it might be my 
love’s footsteps I went back to the gates again; then J 
heard a quick shuffling of feet, and before I could turn 
around my arms were pinioned, my eyes were bandaged, 
and some woollen substance was thrust into my mouth. 

I saw now what the letter meant. It was not written 
by Naomi at all, and in my heart I cursed myself as a block- 
head for being so easily duped. I heard the gruff voices 
of men, and among others I felt sure I detected that of Israel} 
Barnicoat. For some few minutes, although my hands were 
pinioned, I struggled fiercely ; but it was of no use : besides, 
I heard a threatening voice near me saying, ‘‘ You be quiet, 
Jaspar Pennington, or you'll be thrawed over the cliff. 
Doan’t ’ee make no mistake now !”’ 

I could not speak, nor could I see, so I became passive, 
and they led me along a descending road. The sound off 
the waves grew, and I judged we were going to the sea. 
In this 1 was correct. A few seconds later I heard the sound’ 
of paddles ; then I was half led, half lifted into a boat.. 

I came to the conclusion that Cap’n Jack Tzuseott’ss 
gang had hold of me, and that they would take me to» 
Kynance. I listened eagerly to hear the sound of his: 
voice, but could not; but I felt sure I had heard Israel 
Barnicoat’s, and this confirmed me in my opinion. 

I sat upright in the boat. On each side sat a man hold- 
ing me, while two rowed. There were others near, as 
knew by the sound of their voices ; how many I did not 
know. After I had sat thus for perhaps half an hour the 
rowing ceased, and I felt our boat thump against some 
hard substance ; and by the movement of the mem } knew 
that new steps were to be taken. 

A few seconds later I heard sounds above me ; then my 
hands were loosed, but the bandage was not taken away 
from my eyes. 

“Stand upright,” said a voice. 
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I stood upright. 

“Lay ‘old ov this.” 

A piece of rope was put in my hand. 

* You’ve got ’old of a rope ladder. Now climb.” 

I felt with my hands, and discovered that the man had 
spoken truly. I knew it was useless to refuse, so I started 
to climb. Ina few seconds my arms were grasped by hard 
hands, and I was dragged to the deck of a vessel. 

I made no sound; I could not, for I was still gagged. 

““Come weth we.” 

T knew by the dialect that Cornishmen still spoke, and a 
few seconds later I felt myself descending a stairway, with 
two men holding me. 

By the motion I judged I was on a pretty large craft, and 
this caused me to wonder greatly, for a large vessel would 
not be needed to take me to Kynance, nor would Cap’n 
Jack use one for such a purpose. Then I imagined I might 
be in the hands of the press-gang; and this was not 
altogether unpleasant, for if that were the case I might 
be able to communicate with Naomi. 

A few seconds later 1 felt myself enclosed in some sort 
of a cabin ; and then, to my great relief, the gag was pulled 
from my mouth, I tried to speak, but could not, my tongue 
seemed swollen and my throat was parched, but it was 
pleasant to be able to breathe freely. / 

At length, by a great effort, I succeeded in speaking. 

“Why am I brought here ? ” I asked. 

No one spoke. 

“What have I done that I should be treated thus ? 
What is your will with me ? ”’ 

Still no one spoke. 

“Pull the bandage from my eyes and let me see,” I 
cried. I said this because two men still held my arms 
firmly. But no one moved to do my bidding. 

“Then give me something to drink,” I cried—* water. 
My throat is parched, and burns like fire.” 

“Yes, you shall drink,’’ said a voice. 

A few seconds later I heard the sound of bottles clink- 
ing, and then the gurgle of something being poured there- 
from. 
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“Here issomething tocool your mouth. Here it is—fine 
stuff. Drink it quickly ; drink it all.” 

I felt a goblet placed against my lips, and a strange odour 
rise to my nostrils. I thought it smelt like rum, and a 
sickly feeling came over me. 

“Drink quickly,” said the same man who had spoken 
before ; ‘it will do you good.” 

I feared to drink, and I shut my teeth firmly; but a 
great sickness came over me, and I could not keep my mouth 
closed. Some of the liquid was poured on my tongue. It 
was pleasant to the taste and delightfully cooling to my 
tongue ; and so thirsty was I that I drank the contents of 
the goblet, thankful for such a refreshing beverage. 

“You feel better now, don’t you? ” 

“Yes,” Isaid. “ Take away the bandage, and I shall be 
all right.” 

No sooner had I spoken than I staggered, and should have 
fallen had not I been kept up by the men who still held my 
arms. 

“You are not so well, after all,’ I heard some one say. 
“ You had better lie down.” 

I yielded to the pressure upon my body, and felt myself 
falling ; a great roaring sound came into my ears, and then 
I realized that I was lying on some sort of couch. 

_ Mysenses, I was sure, were departing from me, and I had 
a vague idea that I was falling through unlimited space, 
while wild winds and loud thunders were all around me; 
then all became a great blank. 

* & * ® * 

When I awoke to consciousness I found myself in a small 
room. It was dimly lighted, and the air was cold and 
clammy. As my eyes became accustomed to my surround- 
ings, I saw that the walls were rough and unplastered. 
Above my head were huge beams, covered with thick, un- 
planed boards. Only one window was in the room. It 
was very small, and through the glass I could see iron bars. 
This aperture, I judged, was eighteen inches wide, and per- 
haps two feet high. 

I was lying on a bed the frame of which was made of 
rough deal, and had evidently been knocked together 
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hurriedly. But the clothes were clean and dry. Beside 
me was a table on which were a basin and some cups. 

“Where am I, and how did I get here ? ” I asked myself. 

For some time I had no remembrance of the past. Then 
events came to me ina dim, vague way. I remembered the 
letter which I thought was written by Naomi, and my 
journey to Pendennis Castle. But it seemed a long way 
off. It might have been years ; I could not tell. 

I tried to lift myself from my bed, but I could not; I 
was too weak. I looked at my hands; they were white, 
like a woman’s, and very thin. 

“‘T must have been ill,’ I said; “‘ but why am I here? 
and where am [?” 

I listened intently, but all was silent as death. I longed 
for human voices, but could hear none. No sound reached 
me but the roar of distant surf—a strangely muffled sound. 

“Tam by the sea somewhere,” I mused ; “‘ but where ? ”” 

Then my heart gave a bound, for I heard distant footsteps. 
They echoed just as if some one were walking through an 
empty church. They came nearer and nearer. ‘‘ Some 
one is coming to me,” I thought. 


CHAPTER XV 


LOOKED eagerly in the direction from which I heard 
the sound, and saw a door opening. A little old man 
entered. Evidently he was a serving man, just as one sees 
in most old houses. I concluded that he was one who had 
spent most of his life in some well-ordered house. His 
clothes were spotlessly clean, the buckles on his shoes 
shone, his stockings were without blemish. His wig was 
powdered carefully, and all his linen faultless. 
This made me wonder the more where I was. 
He met my questioning look calmly, and surveyed me 
critically. 
“ Ah, you are better,” he remarked quietly. . 
“Will you tell me where I am?” I asked. 
“You are safe from harm,” he replied vaguely. 
“And why am I here?” I asked. 
“To be kept from harm.” 
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“And how long have I been here? ” 

“Tt is not for me to tell you. You have been very ill.” 

“What has been the matter with me?” 

“You have had fever. Once I thought you would 
have died; but you have been nursed safely through it, 
and I have doctored you successfully.” 

“ Are you a doctor, then? ” 

“T have some knowledge of the human system, and of 
medicines.” 

His face betrayed no emotion whatever, nor did it in 
the slightest degree indicate his thoughts. He spoke in 
perfectly measured tones, and each word was enunciated 
clearly. Many thoughts flashed through my mind, and 
numerous questions rose to my lips, but the old man’s 
presence seemed to check them. Moreover, I felt very 
weak, though I would not admit it. 

““T shall be well and strong soon,” I said. 

He came to me, felt my pulse, examined me in various 
ways, and said quietly, ‘‘ Yes, I think you will soon be well. 
You are a very strong man.” 

“What will become of me then?” 

“You will stay here.” 

“T stay here! Why? How long?” 

“T do not know.” 

“But why was I brought here ? ” 

“To be kept from harm.” 

“What harm? ” 

“Tt is not for me to say.” 

“By whose command was I brought here? ” 

“T shall not tell you.” 

“ But you must tell me. I have done no harm to any 
man. I demand to know. This seems a part of a big 
house, an old house. Whose is it, and where is it ? ”’ 

“T shall not tell you. You will receive nothing but 
kindness while you behave seemingly ; if not, means will 
be used to check you.” 

“Do you tell me, then, that I am a prisoner?” I 
said angrily. 

“ Yes, you are a prisoner, if you are pleased to call it so.” 

“But am I to have no liberty? ” 
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“T shall speak no further to you. Food will be brought, 
and no harm will happen to you.” 

With that he left the room as quietly as he came, and 
once more I heard his footsteps echoing through the house. 
For a time my brain seemed to grow weak again, and in 
spite of my anxiety I dropped into a fitful sleep, from which 
I was aroused by the chinking of crockery near me. 

My sleep made me stronger. I felt far better than when 
the old man had visited me. I looked around the room 
again, and saw a hard-featured woman. She, too, was 
elderly, fast beating on towards sixty. She placed a basin 
of gruel at my side. 

‘‘"Fre,” she said,“ ait ‘this.’ 

“ Ah,” I thought, ‘I am still in Cornwall. Anyhow, 
the woman speaks with a Cornish accent.” 

I thought I might fare better with her than with the man, 
so J tried to gain some information from her. 

““ Let’s see,’ I said, ‘‘ what part of Cornwall are we in? ” 

“ Ait yer mait, an’ ax no questions,’ was her response. 

I ate the gruel with a good appetite. It was carefully 
made, and seemed to be seasoned with some pleasant- 
tasting cordial. When I had finished, the old woman 
expressed her satisfaction. 

“Tt is very nice,’’ I said—“ very nice. Whoever made 
it knows her work. Did you make it ? ” 

“Who es ther’ that knaweth how to make sich stuff 
as that but me?” she said. 

Her answer set me thinking, and I drew two conclusions. 
One was that she was vulnerable to flattery, the other that 
she did not hail from the part of the county in which I was 
reared. The word ‘“‘ knaweth ” told me that she came from 
the northern part of the county. 

I put another question, in order to test the truth of both 
these conclusions. 

“You look too much a lady to be the cook,” I said, 
“and yet I thought the cook would naturally make such 
things.” 

“Ther’s no cook. Her’s gone. I’m in charge.” 

She said this proudly; and although her answer was 
brief it confirmed me in my suspicions. People in the 
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western part of the county would say ‘‘ She’s gone,” so 
when she said “ Her’s gone,” I was sure that she hailed 
from either Devon or from somewhere in the region of 
Tintagel and Boscastle. 

“This must be a place of importance,” I said. ‘‘ Have 
you lived here long? ” 

““T was born in this parish.” 

““Let’s see, this is near St. Minver, isn’t it? ” 

“Ax me no questions and I'll tell ’ee no lies!” was 
the reply. 

But she had let me know more than she imagined. She 
had told me that she was born in the parish where my 
prison was situated, and I knew by her brogue that 
the parish was situated a good many miles north of St. 
Eve. 

I asked her more questions, but she would answer none 
that gave me any further information concerning my 
whereabouts. As to why I was there she seemed as 
ignorant as myself. 

After this I lay many days on my bed—how many I do 
not know. The mornings dawned and the daylight de- 
parted; I did not pay much heed. From the remarks 
of the little man, who constantly visited me, I judged that 
some complication had arisen in my case, so my recovery 
was delayed. At length, however, I felt myself grow 
stronger again, and then, day by day, health came to my 
blood and vitality to my being. 

By and by I was able to rise, and a suit of clothes of 
antiquated cut was given me to wear. 

“‘ What month is this ? ” I asked one day of the old man, 
when he came to see me. 

“It would do you no good to know,” was his answer. 

“ Yes, it would,” I replied; ‘‘I should have got better 
before this if I had not been harassed by so many doubts 
and questionings.”’ 

“Well, then, it is October. To-day is the fifteenth of 
the month.” 

“Then I have been here three months.” 

He was silent. 

For days I was grim and moody, and despair gat hold 
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of me. Although I had not been told, I was sure I knew 
why I had been kidnapped and made a prisoner. I believed, 
too, that my illness was not natural, and I could have sworn 
that I was kept out of the way because Richard Tresidder 
feared me. This thought was not altogether unpleasant. 
It could not be because of the Pennington estates—there 
was no immediate danger concerning that. It was because 
of Naomi. He had discovered that she and I had met, 
and I believed that he had concluded, what I fondly hoped 
—that Naomi loved me. If this were so, I could under- 
stand why he should want to keep me away from Penning- 
ton. For if Naomi loved me, and was willing to wed me, 
even although she could not marry until she was twenty- 
one, the position was a constant menace to Richard Tre- 
sidder. Trevose Estate would at once be wrested from his 
hands, while I should be able to buy back Pennington. 

I considered these matters many times as I lay there. 
They came to me, not clearly, but in a vague way; not 
quickly, but slowly and at rare intervals, while my strength 
gradually returned. 

All this time I knew not where I was, for I was not allowed 
to go outside the room in which I had been imprisoned. 
Nor had my strength so far enabled me to climb to the 
little window I have mentioned, in order to look out. I 
was kindly treated, my food was good and brought regu- 
larly; my room was kept clean, and.I was carefully 
attended to. But not one of my attendants would tell me 
anything. As I became stronger they seemed to watch me 
more closely. 

One morning after breakfast—I judged that the sky 
was bright by the light which streamed into my room, 
and as I felt very much better, and knew that no one 
would come to my prison for an hour or two—I decided 
to try and climb to the window,so that I might see what 
my surroundings were. This proved to be a harder task 
than I anticipated; but after many vain endeavours I 
at length reached the little aperture and looked out. 

My head became almost dizzy as I looked. Outside, 
a great sea was running. I saw breakers lash themselves 
into foam upon the rocks; I beheld bold, ragged cliffs 
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stretching, as I judged, southward as far as my eyes could 
reach. Then I looked beneath me, and saw that my prison 
had been built on the edge of a precipice. As far as I 
could judge I was at least two hundred feet above the 
roaring, rushing torrent beneath—probably the distance 
was greater. Escape by that means, then, was an impos- 
sibility. 

I tried to open the window, but it was fastened firmly. 
After repeated efforts, however, I managed to remove it 
about three inches from the frame, but no more, owing 
to the iron bars that had been placed across. The fresh 
air blew in from the sea, which gave me great refreshment ; 
it also cleared my mind somewhat, and, acting on the 
impulse of the moment, I tied my handkerchief to the 
iron bar. I did not see how it could do any good, but it 
could do no harm, and might possibly attract attention. 

I looked again at the great waste of water, and marked 
the tumultuous tossing of the waves; and then I closed 
the window, feeling that I could do nothing to effect my 
liberty. 

I went back to my bed and began to consider my condition 
afresh. My mind for the moment seemed clear: I was 
better able to understand my position, and all the events 
I have related came back to my memory. Then I remem- 
bered that I always became dazed and drowsy after drinking 
the medicine which was given me. A torpor always crept 
over me, and I was incapable of definite action. This 
made me wonder still more. 

I heard the sound of footsteps echoing along a passage, 
and a minute later the little old man I have mentioned 
came to me. 

“Tt is time for you to have your medicine,” he said. 

Hitherto I had drunk it without demur; now I deter- 
mined to avoid taking it. 

“I will attend to it presently,” I said, “ but for the 
present I want us to talk together. I suppose you know 
you are placing yourself in great danger by keeping me 
here ? ”’ 

He was silent. 

“Of course,” I went on, “I know that you are only 
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the tool of others. My enemy’s name begins with T, 
doesn’t it? ”’ 

He gave a start, but did not speak. 

“This cannot last much longer,” I said. “I have 
friends who will be searching for me. Hanging’s an un- 
pleasant business. I shall take serious steps when I get 
away from here.” 

“When you do,” he replied significantly. 

“Do you think I shall stay here always ? ”’ I retorted. 

“How can you get away? This morning you climbed 
up and looked out of that window. You did not know I 
saw you, but I did. What did yousee? You know you 
are on the top of acliff, and it is nearly three hundred feet 
to the beach. Well, you cannot escape that way ; if you 
tried you would break your neck. The only other way is 
through that door. What would happenif you attempted 
to pass through it? You could not get up the passage 
a dozen steps before you would be shot.” 

“ By whom?” 

** By those who guard a dangerous madman.” 

*“ Oh; T-see: I’m mad,-am.I?”’ 

“ Certainly.” 

“And is this an asylum? ” 

“It’s not for you to know.” 

“Still, it would go hard with Richard Tresidder if his 
perfidy should come out.” 

“It can never come out. Yes, I know what is in your 
mind. Well, supposing you get well enough to be set at 
liberty? You would be taken to Pendennis Castle as 
mysteriously as you were brought here.” 

“How long shall I be kept here then? ” 

“Not, I should think, more than a week. You seem 
to be very much improved in your health.” 

Now this set me wondering greatly, for I did not expect 
such a revelation. Still, I managed to remain calm. 

“You know why I am here then? ” 

“Certainly. You have been a madman; as such you 
have been a constant menace to Mistress Naomi Penryn. 
She has been much afraid of you, and has dreaded the 
thought of your being at liberty.” 
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“Little man,” I said, ‘ you know this is a lie.” 

“I wish it were. I have nothing whatever against you ; 
on the contrary, I rather like you.” 

He spoke kindly, and I detected, as I thought, a friendly 
look in his face ; so, acting on the impulse of the moment, 
I said to him, ‘‘ Will you listen to what I have to tell you ? ” 

“Yes,” he said, “‘I will listen.’’ 

Then I told him briefly all I thought necessary ; but I 
felt I had not the power to tell the truth well. 

“Your history seems very plausible, young man,” he 
said; “but I have been warned against you.” 

“But Mistress Naomi Penryn knows that I am not a 
madman, neither have I annoyed her in any way.” 

“You lie. I myself received a letter from her before you 
were brought here.” 

Let ane. see that letter.” 

“No. Enough that I have told the truth. She fears 
you; she pleaded that you might be guarded until such 
time as it should be safe for you to be at liberty.” 

“ Are you sure the letter was written by her own hand ? 
Do you know her handwriting ? ” 

“ Know her handwriting! Why ” Then he added, 
quietly, ‘‘ Yes, I know her handwriting.” 

“But why do you think I shall be set at liberty in a 
week ? ” 

“ Because she will have a protector.” 

“What do you mean? ” 

““T mean that to-day she is being married to Master 
Nicholas Tresidder.”’ 

“Goaway!’”’ Icried. ‘‘ Go away for the sake of God ! 
I want to be alone!” 

He looked at me I thought pitifully and kindly ; then 
he heaved a sigh and went away. 

When he was gone I lay for hours like one stunned. 
Food was brought to me, but I took no notice. They had 
worked their will, then, and Naomi had been forced into 
an unholy marriage with the man whom I was sure she did 
not love. “~~ 

I thought of trying to climb to the window, of breaking 
the glass, wrenching the iron bars from the wall and falling 
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headlong upon the rocks below ; but I was too weak. I 
made a score of futile plans, each madder than the other. 

Presently I became calmer. Might not this be all lies? 

By and by I began to try and understand the meaning 
of the old man’s words about being set at liberty in a week. 
What did it mean? If she was to be married that day, 
why not at once? Then I came to the conclusion that 
the man who was my gaoler would have to wait for orders. 
Richard Tresidder would see the marriage was consummated 
before he would communicate with him. 

But I will not try and recount all my thoughts. Many 
of them were doubtless wild and foolish, nor would they 
interest those who may chance to read this history. 

Throughout the next week, in spite of my despairing 
thoughts, I looked forward to my being set at liberty. I 
counted the days eagerly, and daily did I ask questions of 
the little old man who came to see me, when my captivity 
should be ended. But he always shook his head, and I 
could get from him no answer. 

When the week ended I expected something tohappen. I 
should probably be blindfolded, pinioned, and conveyed 
to the walls of Pendennis Castle. But I was disappointed. 
A fortnight passed away, and still there was no change in 
my condition. 

“What is the meaning of this? ’’ I asked. “‘ Why am 
I not liberated as you promised ? ” 

But he gave no reply. Once I thought he would have 
spoken, for he seemed strangely moved, as though his mind 
were filled with doubts ; but he left me without telling me 
anything. 

Another week passed away, and in spite of myself I 
began to hope. If my captivity were to continue until 
Naomi was wedded to Nick Tresidder, did not my prolonged 
imprisonment show that the marriage had not taken place ? 
I remembered Naomi’s words. I thought of the look she 
gave me when she bade me good-bye. Yes; Ifelt sure she 
loved me, and that she had refused to wed my enemy! 
I still fretted and fumed. I longed with a longing beyond 
words to be free. But the thought of her love was like a 
beacon light to ashipwrecked sailor. It gave me strength 
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too. In spite of everything, health and strength surged 
back into my being. 

But my release did not come. 

The days began to grow very cold, and I asked for a fire, 
but was refused; and my captivity was harder to bear. 
I think I should have gone mad but for a Bible that had 
been given me. I read again and again the Book of Job; 
especially did my mind rest upon his latter days, when the 
sun shone upon him again. 

One day the little man, who had told me to call him 
Jonathan, came into my cell weeping. 

“What ails you, Jonathan?” I said. 

“ Alas !”’ was his reply. 

“What ? ” I cried eagerly. 

** My little Naomi is dead!” he said. 

“Your little Naomi—dead ! ’’ I repeated, like one dazed. 
“What do you mean?” 

He started, as though he had told me too much. 

But I was not to be trifled with. I caught him and held 
him fast. 

“You have made me desperate,” I said. ‘‘ I must know 
all now. Who told you that she is dead? What do you 
mean by calling her your Naomi? I must know every- 
thing.” 

“J dare not!” he cried distractedly. “I dare not! 
I am afraid.” 

“ Afraid of whom?” . 

“Richard Tresidder. He will be master of——” He 
stopped, and then he wept bitterly. 

My hands dropped from him, for my strength had gone. 

“ Tell me,” I said—“ tell me, Jonathan—all you know.” 

He kept sobbing, and this made me pity him; but no 
tears came to my own eyes. My heart became cold, and 
seemed as hard as a stone. 

“She did not wed Master Nicholas Tresidder,” he said ; 
“and—and, oh, God forgive me, but since then she has 
died.” 

For a time I could not collect my thoughts. The news 
seemed to have unhinged my mind. But presently I 
remembered. I thought of what I had heard Richard 
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Tresidder say,and many unlawful thoughts came into my 
mind. 
‘If she is dead,” I said at length, “‘ you can set me free.” 
““No, no, I ” He got up from the stool on which he 
had been sitting, and left the room. I heard him lock the 
door behind him, and I had no strength to hinder him. At 
that moment I cared for nothing. 


CHAPTER XVI 


HAVE said many times that I am not a man of quick 
understanding, nor was I ever clever at explaining 
puzzles. At that time, however, my brain seemed more 
than ordinarily active, and I saw things with a clearness 
that I had never seen before. Hitherto, with the exception 
of occasional flashes of light, all had been dull: now I 
seemed to see the truth plainly. That which had come 
to me as a vague conjecture now appeared as certainty, 
and, in spite of the old man’s dread news, hope was not 
dead. I felt sure there were many things as yet unexplained. 
With my greater mental activity came also more physical 
vigour. I felt myself capable of trying to escape. I 
wondered at myself, Jaspar Pennington, being kept so 
long a prisoner without making any attempt to get freedom, 
and I determined that very day to take some definite 
steps to obtain my liberty. I therefore ate my dinner 
eagerly when it was brought, feeling that I should need 
all my strength. Half an hour later torpor again seized me, 
and I slept several hours. After I awoke, some two or 
three hours passed before my vision was again clear. Isaw 
then that if I were to take any definite action, I must 
refrain from the food provided forme. And this also placed 
me ina dilemma, for if ate nofood how could I retain my 
strength ? What was done must be done quickly. Not 
only had my medicine contained a powerful narcotic, but 
my food also was drugged. Consequently I did not partake 
of my night meal, but instead I feigned illness. 
Presently, by the great silence which prevailed, I con- 
cluded that the inhabitants of my prison house had gone to 
rest,so I got up and tried the door. It wasstrongly made, 
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but Ibelieved could be wrenched open if I had something 
in the shape of a crowbar. I thought of every article in 
the room, but could fasten on nothing suitable for the 
purpose. ThenI remembered the iron bars which had been 
placed outside the window. I climbed to the little opening 
in the wall, and pushed the window as far as I was able. 
The cold air came rushing in, giving me renewed vigour. I 
seized one of the bars, and in a few minutes had torn it 
from the wall. 

Then I got back to the door and began to try and place 
the iron between the door and the hinges. Ihad nolight, 
so I had to find the crevice with my fingers. While trying 
to do this I gave astart. I was sure I heard a noise under 
my feet. At first it sounded like footsteps, then a scraping 
against the floor. I listened intently, and presently I 
was able to locatethesound. It was just under the bed on 
which I had been lying. 

As quickly as I was able I removed the bed, and listened 
again. For a time all was silent ; then I heard another 
sound, only this time it was different. Three knocks 
followed each other in quick succession, and I felt the 
boards vibrate under my feet. 

“Ts it a friend or enemy, I wonder!” I asked myself ; 
and I grasped the iron bar more firmly. 

I heard the boards creak as though something were 
pressed against them, but I could see nothing. Only a 
very faint light crept through the window, which I had 
partially opened. The boards began to give way. Iknew 
this by a light which streamed into the room. Then I saw 
the floor move, and heard a voice say, “‘ Maaster Jaspar.”’ 

I knew the voice immediately. There was only one 
person in the world who could speak in such a tone. 

“Eli!” I cried joyfully. 

“ Doan’t ’ee holla, Maaster Jaspar,’”’ said Eli, in his 
hoarse, croaking voice, “‘ but come to once.” 

A il ot eae 

“ Away from ’ere. Ther’s some steps down to the say. 
Come on.” 

I needed no second bidding. I knew that Eli was 
thoroughly trustworthy, so, lifting the boards, which proved 
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to be a trap-door, and putting one foot through, I found that 
I stood on a stone step. 

‘“‘ Make ’aaste an’ come after me, Maaster Jaspar,”’ said 
Eli. ‘ They may come after us.’ 

So I squeezed my body through the trap-doorway, and 
prepared to follow him. 

““Cloase thicky trap, Maaster Jaspar,” said Eli; and I 
saw his cross eyes shining in the dim light. 

In my eagerness to do this I let the thing drop heavily, 
and the noise echoed and re-echoed through the building. 

“That'll waake ’em up,” cried Eli. “‘ Come on, come 
vast, Maaster Jaspar!”’ 

With an agility of which no man would have thought 
him capable he hurried down the steps, mumbling fiercely 
to himself all the time. I soon found that this stairway 
was very crooked, and often small. I imagined then, what 
I have since found to be true, that the house in which I 
had been imprisoned had been used as a place of storage 
for smuggled goods, while the way by which I was ae 
to escape was a secret entrance to it. 

We had not descended many yards before I heard voices 
above, and I knew that feet were tramping on the floor 
of my late prison. Evidently the noise I had made in 
closing the trap-door had aroused my warders. 

My senses were now fully alive, and I determined that 
it should go hard with those who tried to hinder my escape. 
To my dismay I discovered that I had left my iron bar 
behind, and that I had no weapons, save my two hands, 
which had naturally been somewhat weakened by my long 
imprisonment. However, there was no time for regrets, 
so I followed close on Eli’s heels, who wriggled his way 
down the crooked and often difficult descent. 

We must have got down perhaps one hundred feet, when, 
turning a corner, a current of air came up, blowing out 
Eli’s light and leaving us in darkness. 

“Can ’ee zee, Maaster Jaspar? ” cried Eli. 

“ Just a little. Can you?” 

“T cud allays zee anywhere,” he grunted; but his 
statement was not altogether borne out, for his speed was 
much lessened. Still, we managed to get on fairly well, 
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for Eli could see in what to most people would be impene- 
trable darkness, and I had been so much accustomed to 
gloom that I was not altogether hopeless. 

Presently we heard footsteps, and I knew, by their rapid 
movement, that our pursuers would gain upon us. Eagerly 
we hurried on, and each minute the sounds behind us became 
plainer. 

“ How much farther, Eli?” I panted. 

“ A long way yet, and a hard job when we git to the end,” 
he replied. 

“ How ? ” 

“The mouth of this ’ere addit es fathoms above the 
say,” he replied. 

Meanwhile the steps came nearer and nearer. 

“Stop,” cried Eli presently. 

We stopped suddenly, while we both listened eagerly. 

“There be three on ’em,” he grunted. We caan’t git 
awa 

“We must! we will!” I cried. 

“Only by fightin’ ’em.” 

“Well, then, we'll fight them,” I cried. 

“Come on then—there esa big place down ’ere. Furder 
down tes awful to git along, and we caan’t go wi’out a 
light.” 

A few seconds later we stood in an open place. It was 
almost round, and might have been twenty feet across. I 
saw this by the light which Eli managed to obtain as soon 
as we got there. It took him some few seconds to get it, 
however, and by that time our pursuers were upon us. 

I saw that two of them looked like serving men: the 
third was dressed as a gentleman. Icould notsee his face, 
however, but I thought he looked a strong man. To my 
joy, none of them appeared to be armed. Eli stood by my 
side, but his head was no higher than my loins. Thus I 
and the dwarf had to battle with the three. 

Without hesitation, therefore, before a word could be 
spoken I struck one of the serving men a tremendous blow. 
He staggered against the side of the cave and fell with a 
thud like a lump of lead. For a little while at all events 
we should be two to two ; for Eli, insignificant as he looked, 
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was a formidable opponent, although at that time I did 
not believe him to be a match for a well-grown man. 

Encouraged by my success, I made a leap on the man I 
took tobeagentleman. My attack was, however, repulsed, 
and I received a stunning blow behind the ear. 

Now, during the time I had been imprisoned I had, as I 
have stated, been kept in a half-dazed condition, and 
although my strength had been slowly coming back to me 
I was weak compared with the time when I had been taken 
a prisoner at Pendennis Castle. Besides, I felt I had met 
with a skilled fighter, and I knew by the blow he gave me 
that he was a strong man. Moreover, I doubted Eli’s 
ability to engage with the other serving man, and this made 
me fearful about the result of our struggle. 

All this passed through my mind in a second, but I 
did not yield. For while the want of hope takes away 
strength, despair makes men desperate. And I was desper- 
ate. So, reckless of consequences, I made a second leap 
on my opponent and caught him by the collar; and then 
some wrappings which had partially hidden his face fell off, 
and I saw Nick Tresidder, 

He writhed and struggled in my hands, but I held him 
fast. 

“ Ah, Nick Tresidder,’”’ I cried, “we meet face to face 
then. Well, I’ve got an adder by the neck, and I mean to 
hold him there.” 

“Yes,” he said, “‘ we meet face to face.”” Then, with a 
sudden twist, he freed himself. 

For a second I looked hastily aroundthecave. Atorch 
which was lying on the floor lit up our strange meeting place, 
and near it I saw Eli struggling with the serving man. 

Nick Tresidder looked at me scornfully, while I, panting 
and partially exhausted, tried to harden my sinews for 
a second attack. I determined to be careful, however. 
il knew him of old ; he would fight with all the cunning of a 
serpent, and he had as many tricks as a monkey, so that, 

«while he would have been no match for me had my strength 
‘been normal, he would now possibly be my master, in my 
comparative weakness. 

He took no notice of Eli, but kept his eyes on me. 
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“You fool, Jaspar Pennington,” he said. ‘1 had come 
here to set you free ; now you will never leave this place 
alive. You know now who imprisoned you, and if you 
escaped you would tell it to the world. I dare not let the 
world know this, so you and Eli will have to die.”’ 

I felt sure there was some trick in this, although I 
could not tell what it was. 

“‘ But if I had been set free, the world would have known,” 
I replied. 

“No. You would have been taken to a far-off spot, 
and you would never have known where your prison was ; 
nor could you have sworn who imprisoned you.” 

“But I am going to escape,’’ I said, still keeping my 
eyes on him, while I could hear Eli snarling as he struggled 
with the serving man. 

“No,” he said. ‘‘ You are as weak as a baby. Now 
you are no match for me! And Iam going to kill you. 
Shall I tell you where you are? You are at Trevose, 
the house that was Naomi’s. Shall I tell you something 
else ? ’”—and he laughed mockingly: ‘‘ Naomi Penryn 
loved you—but she’s dead ; and now Trevose House and 
lands belong to the Tresidders, do you see?” 

Then, I know not how, but a great strength came to me 
—an unnaturalstrength. My heart grew cold, but my hand 
and arms felt like steel. His bitter, mocking words seemed 
to dry up all the milk of human kindness in my nature. 
At that moment I ceased to be a man. I was simply an 
instrument of vengeance. His words gave me a great joy 
on the one hand, for I knew he would not have told me she 
loved me did he not believe it to be true; but this only 
intensified my feeling of utter despair caused by that awful 
sentence, ‘‘ But she’s dead.”’ I felt sure, too, that she had 
been persecuted ; I knew instinctively of all that she had 
had to contend with—how they brought argument after 
argument to persuade her to marry Nick, and how, because 
she had refused, they had slowly, but surely, killed her. 

I was very calm, I remember, but it was an unnatural 
calm. I looked around me, and saw that Eli was slowly 
mastering the serving man. 

“ Nick Tresidder,” I said, ‘‘ you and your brood robbed 


154 THE BIRTHRIGHT 


my father; you have robbed me—robbed me of every- 
thing I hold dear. I am going to kill you now with these 
hands.”’ And I knew I could do it. 

He laughed scornfully, as though I had spoken vain 
words ; but he knew not that there is a passion which over- 
comes physical weakness. 

“‘T know it is to be a duel to the death,” he said, “ for 
I could not afford to allow you to leave here alive.” 

He leapt upon me as quickly as a flash of light. But 
it did not matter. In a minute I caught him by what 
wrestlers call the cross hitch. I put forth my strength, 
and his right arm cracked like a rotten stick ; but he did 
not cry out. Then, placing my arm around him, I slowly 
crushed the life out of his body. 

“Stop, Jaspar,”’ he gasped. ‘‘ She’s not dead—she’s——”” 

“What ?’’ I asked. 

But he did not speak. I do not think he could. I 
relaxed my hold, and he lay limp in my arms, like a sick 
child. Never in my life could I hurt an unresisting man, 
so I let him fall, and he lay like a log of wood. But he 
was still breathing, and I knew that he would live. My 
passion had died away, however, and so had my strength. 

I turned around, and I saw that Eli had conquered the 
serving man. He had placed his hands around his neck, 
and had I not pulled the dwarf away the fellow would have 
died. 

“ Eli,” I said, picking up the torch, “ they will not follow 
us now. Come.” 

But Eli did not want tocome. He looked at the men we 
had mastered, and his eyes glared with an unearthly light ; 
like a lion who has tasted blood, he did not seem satisfied. 

“* An eye for an eye,” he snarled ; ‘‘ tha’s what mawther 
do zay. Iss, an’ a tooth for a tooth.” 

“Lead the way to the sea, Eli,” I cried, and like a dog 
he obeyed. Taking the torch from me he crawled down 
the passage, laughing in a strange, guttural way as he went. 
All the time I kept repeating Nick Tresidder’s words, ‘‘ She’s 
not dead. She’s——’”’ and, in spite of myself, hope came 
into my heart again, while a thousand mad thoughts 
flashed through my mind. 
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A few minutes later we felt the sea-spray dashed against 
our faces, while the winds beat furiously. Below perhaps 
twenty feet down, the sea thundered on the rocky cliff. 

“What are we to do now, Eli?” I asked. 

He looked around him like one fin doubt ; then he put 
his fingers in his mouth, and gave a long, piercing whistle. 

“Who are you whistling to? ” 

“He’s coming,” he answered, looking out over the wild 
waters. 

“Who’s coming ? ” 

“The man that told me.” 

“Who is he? ” 

“T'll tell ’ee, Maaster Jaspar. I’ve bin ’ere fer days, 
Ihave. Iwas loppin’ round ’cawse I knawed you was ’ere.”” 

“How did you know?” 

“T’ll tell ’ee as zoon as we git away, Maaster Jaspar. 
Well, as I was loppin’ round I zeed a man, he looked oal 
maazed. He spoked to me, andI spoked to’e. Then we 
got a-talkin’ ’bout lots o’ things. He seemed afraid to 
meet anybody, but axed scores ov questions. Oal he 
tould me about hisself was that he was an ould smugggler 
that used to land cargoes round ’ere. I see’d a hankerchuff 
‘angin’ from thicky winder, an’ I knawed ’twas yours. I 
was wonderin’ ’ow I cud git to ’ee, and I axed the man ef 
he knawed anything ’bout the ’ouse. After a bit he tould 
me that there was a sacert passage a-goin’ from the cliff 
to the room where the winder was. Tha’s ’ow ’twas. I'll 
tell ee more zoon. There he es—look.”’ 

I saw something dark moving on the water, and presently 
discerned a man in a boat. 

Eli whistled again, and the whistle was answered. 

“How did you get from the sea up here?” I asked. 

“I climbed up, Maaster Jaspar; but I can’t go down 
that way.” 

The boat came nearer. 

“Es et saafe to plunge? ” shouted Eli. 

“ Yes,” was the reply underneath. 

“ All right,” shouted Eli; then, turning to me, he said, 
“T’ll dive first, Maaster Jaspar.” 

He plunged into the sea, and I heard the splash of his 
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body as it fell into the water ; then I saw him get into the 
boat, which was tossed by the great waves. 

* All right,’”’ I heard a voice from beneath say. ‘‘ Now 
then!” 

I gathered myself together for the dive, and I think my 
heart failed. My strength seemed to have entirely gone, 
and it looked an awesome distance between me and the 
frothy waves beneath. Besides, might I not strike against 
arock? Then I think my senses left me, although I am 
not sure. It seemed as though the sea became calm, and 
a great silence fell upon everything. After that I heard 
a voice which seemed like Naomi’s. 

“Help, Jaspar!”’ it said. 

Then all fear, all hesitation, left me, and I plunged into 
the sea. I felt my body cutting the air, and an icy feeling 
gripped me as I sank in the waters. When I rose to the 
surface, I saw the boat a few yards from me, rising on the 
crest of a wave. 

I could hear nothing, however, save a roar which seemed 
like ten thousand thunders. I struck out boldly for the 
boat, but Eli and the other man appeared to mock me with 
jeering menaces. I struggled hard and long, but the boat 
seemed to get no nearer, and presently I thought I heard 
unearthly laughter above the wild roar of the breakers. 

‘Ha, ha!” I thought I heard them saying, ‘* now we’ve 
got you. This is Granfer Fraddam’s phantom boat, this 
is. Swim, Jaspar Pennington, swim!” 

I tried to swim, but I thought my legs were weighted, 
while around me floated thousands of hideous, jabbering 
things which I fancied tried to lure me onto the rocks. 

I looked landward, and the house in which I had been 
imprisoned appeared to shine in a ruddy light, and looked 
like one of those enchanted houses which one sees in dreams. 
” Then I thought I heard Naomi’s voice again: “ Help, 
Jaspar, help!” 

But all my struggles seemed of no avail. I fancied I was 
being carried by the force of the waves farther and farther 
out to sea, while all the time Eli and the other man beckoned 
me onward, their boat rising and falling on the bosom 
of the ever-heaving waters. 
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Then I felt cold hands grip me, and 1 was dragged I 
knew not whither, while everything was engulfed in impene- 
trable darkness. 


CHAPTER XVII 


HE next thing I can remember was a sensation of 

choking, of trying in vain to get my breath; thena 

weight seemed to be slowly rolled from me, and I was free. 

I opened my eyes, and found myself ina cave. At first 

I thought it was the one in which I had fought with Nick 

Tresidder, but I soon found myself to be mistaken. I lay 

upon coarse, dry sand, while close to me a fire burned ; its 

grateful light and warmth caused a pleasant sensation. 

Then I realized that my wet clothes had been taken from 
me, and that I was rolled in a warm, dry blanket. 

“You be better now, Maaster Jaspar, bean’t ’ee, then ? ” 

I looked up and saw Eli Fraddam bending over me. 

““ How did I get here ? ”’ I asked, in a dazed kind of way, 
“and where am I? ” 

“You be cloase to Bedruthan Steps, tha’s where you be, 
Maaster Jaspar; you be in one of the caaves. ’Tes oal 
lew and coasy ’ere, and you'll be oal right again. But 
you’ve bin as sick as a shag, and as cowld as a coddle.”’ 

I tried to call to memory what had passed. Then I said, 
“ But how did I get here, Eli, and how long is it since we 
came?” 

“We brought ’ee ’ere, Maaster Jaspar, in the booat, ya 
knaw. You tumbled in the say, and we was a goodish 
bit afore we cud git ’ee on boaard. We was ’feared for a 
long time that you was dead, but you're oal right now. 
Yer things ‘Il zoon be dry, and then you c’n dress up oal 
spruce and purty.” 

Slowly my mind became clear ; then I remembered the 
man who had been in the boat while Eli and I had been 
together in the secret passage. 

“Where is the man who helped you with the boat ? ’”’ 
I asked. 

“Here ’e es. Come ’ere, maaster.” 

Then I saw a strange-looking man, who, as far as I could 
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judge, night be any age between fifty and seventy. I 
looked at him steadily for some time. Somehow his face 
seemed familiar. I could not call to mind where I had 
seen it, however. He had a grey beard, and his hair was 
long and unkempt. His eyes shone with a wild brilliancy, 
and he seemed to be always eagerly watching. 

“Thank you for helping me,’ I said; “it was very 
good of you.” 

‘Was it?” he replied. “ Do you really think it was 
good of me?” 

“‘T do indeed,” I responded. “I wish I could repay you 
somehow. Some time I hope to have the power.” 

He looked at me eagerly. 

“I’m glad you think it was good of me,” he said; ‘so 
very glad. Will you tell me something ? ”’ 

“Tf I can I will,” I replied. 

“ Do you think it possible that many good deeds—many, 
many, many—can atone for one bad, murderous action ? ” 

“God takes everything into account,” I replied. 

“Do you think He does—do you? I'll tell you some- 
thing ’’—and he drew closer to me. ‘“‘ Years ago—long 
years ago—oh ! so long, so long !—well, say I was a smug- 
gler, a wrecker—oh, what you like! Well, say in self- 
defence, in passion, in frenzy, I killed a King’s officer—do 
you think God will forgive me? And say, too, that since 
then I’ve roamed and roamed—all over the world, always 
trying to do good deeds, kind deeds—do you think God 
takes them into account ? ”’ 

“I’m sure He does,”’ I answered. 

“T only wanted to know your opinion,” he replied, as 
though trying to speak carelessly. ‘‘ Of course I only 
imagined a case, only imagined it—that’s all.” 

Now, this kind of talk set me wondering about the man, 
and imagining who he might be. Wild as he looked, 
strangely as he spoke, curiously as he was dressed, he spoke 
as an educated man. I watched him as he continued to 
cast glances around the cave, and I came to the conclusion 
that he was mad. I opened my mouth to ask him questions, 
but the remembrance that Eli might be able to tell me what 
{ wanted to know. about the Tresidders restrained me. 
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“How did you know how to find me? ”’ I asked of Eli. 
“Tell me everything that happened since I left you that 
morning.” 

Eli, who had continued to look at me all the time I had 
been speaking to the stranger, gave a start as I asked the 
question. 

“ Wondered why you dedn’ come back from Fammuth,” 
he grunted, ‘‘so I went and axed ’bout ’ee. Cudden vind 
out nothin’, Then I beginned to worm around. I vound 
out that Neck Trezidder ’ad tould the passon not to cry 
the baans at church. Then I got the new cook at Pennin’- 
ton to come to mawther and ’ave ’er fortin’ tould; then 
mawther an’ me wormed out oal she knawed ’bout the 
things up to Pennin’ton.” 

“What ?”’ I asked, while all the time the strange man 
seemed to be eagerly devouring Eli’s words. 

“The Trezidders and the purty maid ev quaruled ’bout 
you.” 

“Are you sure? ” 

“Iss. Neck wanted the purty maid to marry un, and 
she wudden, and they axed ’er "bout you, and she wudden 
tell nothin’.” 

“Well, what then? ” 

“The cook cudden maake it oal out, but the purty maid 
axed to go to some place called a convent.” 

“ Ah! a convent—yes,” I cried, my mind reverting to 
the conversation I had heard between Richard Tresidder 
and his son. 

“Well, she went; tha’s oal I do know ’bout she.” 

“You are sure? ”’ I asked eagerly. 

Eli hung his head. 

“Then I ’eerd she was dead; but I dunnaw. There, 
doan’t ’ee give way, Maaster Jaspar.” 

For a few seconds I was stunned ; but I called to mind 
Nick’s words, and I was comforted—at any rate, there 
was hope. 

“And the rest, Eli?” I asked. ‘‘ How did you find 
out where I was?” 

“Jt took me a long time. I went to Kynance, and I 
’arkened round Pennin’ton, but I cudden ’eer nothin’. 
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Then wawn day I see’d Israel Barnicoat talkin’ with 
Maaster Trezidder ; then I beginned to wonder.” 

“Yes; what then? ” 

“I tried to pump un, but I cudden.” 

Swell?" 

“Then wawn day I got’n home to mawther’s, and we 
maade un nearly drunk, and then I vound out. He’d bin 
’ired by Maaster Trezidder to taake ’ee to Trevawse ’Ouse. 
Little by little I vound out where it was. Then I comed 
tO; €e.* 

I did not ask him any more questions. I knew nearly 
all he could tell me now; besides, the presence of the 
stranger kept me from entering into further details. My 
imagination filled up what was not related. 

‘Eli got summin’ to tell Maaster Jaspar when we git 
aloane,” grunted Eli presently. 

The man with whom I had been speaking walked out 
of the cave, and I could not but think he had been brought 
up as a gentleman, in spite of his wild, unkempt appearance. 

“What is it? ’”’ I asked. 

“You reckleck thicky night when you comed ’ome from 
say—that night when mawther brought out the crock and 
brandis, and tould yer fortin’? ” 

“Yes,” 

“And you do mind, too, that Cap’n Jack and Cap’n 
Billy Coad comed to ’ee? ” 

“T remember.” 

“Well, you ’eerd ’em axin’ mawther ’bout the saicret 
paaper thet tould ’em "bout a treasure ? ” 

nV eee 

“ Well ’—and Eli put his mouth close to my ear—‘“ I do 
know where thicky paaper es. I’ve vound un out, an’ 
saved un for Maaster Jaspar.” 

“What do you mean? ” 

“ Eli do love Maaster Jaspar. So he have wormed around, 
and ev vound out where et es. Aw, aw! when Cap’n Jack 
an’ Cap’n Billy cudden vind et they ded swear they ded ; 
but Eli do knaw, an’ Eli ’ll give ut to Maaster Jaspar ’e 
will; then Maaster Jaspar c’n pay ’em oal out. Turn 
out Maaster Trezidder, my deear, and live at Pennin’ton.”’ 


THE BIRTHRIGHT 16r 


“Tell me more about it, Eli? ” I cried. 

“Hush! We mus’n’ tell nobody. Aw, aw!” and 
again the dwarf laughed gleefully. 

‘““There’s no witchcraft, no wizard’s charms about the 
treasure, is there? It wasn’t made in hell, was it? ” 

“No, no; ’tes oal right. Granfer Fraddam was once a 
pirut on the ’igh-says.”’ 

“Yes ; I know he was once a pirate on the high seas. 
But what of that?” 

“Well, he got the paper from another pirut. Some do 
zay he ded kill un, but that edn’ true. Anyhow ’e got et.” 

“Yes, but if he got a paper telling where the treasure 
was, why did he not take it away?” 

“Well, he was ’feared I reckon.”’ 

“ Afraid of what?” 

“Several things. For wawn thing, he was tould that 
*twas onlucky to git a treasure that was got through killin’ 
people ; but that wudden stop granfer, I do knaw.”’ 

“Then what was it?” 

“T ’ardly knaw, for mawther would never talk much 
bout et.” 

“ And where is this paper ? ”’ 

“ Aw, aw! I vound out, I did. Granfer tould mawther, 
and mawther did tell me. I vound et, and did ’eed it in 
another place. Aw, aw! you shud ’a’ ’eerd Cap’n Jack 
and Cap’n Billy swear when they cudden vind et. But I 
ded love Maaster Jaspar, and I'll take ’ee to et, Maaster 
Jaspar, my deear.” 

“But does your mother know what you have done? ” 

“No, she doan’t. She do believe it have been sperrited 
away.” 

“Spirited away! What do you mean? ” 

“ Mawther do know. Aw, aw! But she edn’ right this 
time, and yet she is oal the time.” 

As I have before mentioned, it was no uncommon thing 
to hear about hidden treasures along our coast. Indeed, 
from earliest childhood I have heard of gangs of pirates 
burying treasures in many of our secret hiding-places ; so 
common were such stories that we had ceased to pay atten- 
tion to them. Consequently I had given but little atten- 
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tion to the conversation I had heard between Cap’n Jack 
and Betsey, nor did I attach much value to what Eli had 
been telling me. If such a treasure existed, and if Granfer 
Fraddam had known of it, he would have found means to 
obtain it. I knew it was said that during Granfer Frad- 
dam’s later years he tried to be religious, and wanted very 
hard to break away from a compact he made with the Evil 
One in his young days. There were also stories telling 
how he pleaded with Betsey to give up all connexion with 
witchcraft, and that because she would not agree to this 
he died in his secret cave rather than have her near him. 
But all these were stories to which I, who had had a fair 
amount of schooling, had paid but little attention. 

Besides, at this time I was thinking about the sweet maid 
that I loved rather than the treasure Eli spoke about. 
What were treasures to me if she were dead? What was 
Pennington, the home of my fathers, even, if she had been 
slowly killed by the Tresidder brood? I asked myself 
many times what Nick Tresidder had meant by his words ; 
I wondered, too, where the convent was in which she had 
been placed. And as I wondered my heart was torn with 
anguish. 

So for a long time I did not talk to Eli concerning that 
about which he had spoken. I seemed rather to be eating 
my heart away, and almost wished that I had died when I 
had plunged into the sea a few hours before. For what 
could Ido? Where was the convent in which she was 
placed? How could I get to her? And if I tried, what 
steps would the Tresidders take to hinder me? From the 
fact that Nick Tresidder had come to Trevose would it 
not suggest that he had come to claim the land as his ? 
And would he not take steps even now to get me out of 
the way? 

These and a hundred other questions I asked myself, 
until my brain became weary again, and my heart was sick 
with disappointment and despair. 

“ Will Maaster Jaspar go with poor little Eli? ”’ grunted 
my companion presently. ‘I knaw where the paper es, 
Maaster Jaspar. ’Tes covered weth ’ritin’ and funny lines ; 
but Maaster Jaspar es clever, he can vind et out. Spanish 
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money I ’spect, Maaster Jaspar—’eaps and ’eaps ov et. 
You could buy back Pennin’ton and pay out the Trezidders 
—pay ’em out—iss, an’ turn ’em out, neck and crop!” 

Why is it, I wonder, that the human heart turns so 
naturally to revenge ? In my despair it came to me as a 
comfort—this thought of driving the Tresidders from 
Pennington. For the moment I became eager about Eli’s 
story of the treasure, and asked many questions—foolish 
as the whole business might be—as to what Granfer Frad- 
dam had told his mother. 

After a while I remembered the man who had been our 
companion, and I sent Eli to find him. 

When Eli had gone I examined my clothes, and found 
them dry. SolI put them on, wondering all the time as to 
whose they might be, and who had worn them prior to the 
time the man had given them to me. 

No sooner had I finished dressing than Eli and the man 
came in. I thought the latter looked more calm and self- 
possessed. He brought some bread, too, and some salted 
fish. Then, for the first time, I saw some simple cooking 
utensils in the cave. 

“Have you been living in this cave?” I asked. 

“Yes,” he replied, “‘ I have been living here a few days. 
But you are welcome. I want to do good deeds if I may. 
I want to atone.” 

“Have you done anything so bad, then?” I asked. 
“Else why do you wish to atone? ” 

He looked at me eagerly for a few seconds ; then, without 
speaking, he put two pans on the fire, first of all filling 
them with water. After this he placed the fish in one of 
the pans, and waited while the water boiled. 

“ What is your name, young man ? ” he asked presently. 

“ Jaspar Pennington.” 

“Of Pennington ? ” 

“Yes. What do you know about it?” 

“ T knew a family of that name long yearsago. Penning 
ton of Pennington. Why are you in this plight?” 

“ Because I have been robbed of my birthright,” I 
replied bitterly. 

“ By whom? ” 
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“The Tresidder family.” 

“The Tresidder family—ah!” He said this with great 
bitterness and passion. After a few seconds he grew calm 
again. ‘‘ And have you sought to be revenged ? ” 

“T have sought rather to win back my own. But what 
do you know of the Tresidders ? ” 

‘“‘ Nothing—oh, nothing, nothing, nothing! What could 
I, a poor shipwrecked sailor, know about a great family ? ”’ 
This he said hurriedly, almost fearfully I thought. Presently 
he continued, “‘ And you have done no rash deeds, Jaspar 
Pennington ? ” 

ce No.’’ 

“You have killed none of their men, their women ? ” 

No; not-yet.** 

“Oh, be careful. Do you know ”—and he heaped some 
driftwood on the fire—‘‘ that one moment of madness 
drives a man to hell? I’ve been in hell now for—oh, 
nigh upon twenty years. Suffer anything, anything, 
rather than—than—oh, it’s nothing! I’m only imagining 
still; but there ’”” And he became silent again. 

In spite of my many doubts and fears I became interested 
in the man, and I watched him closely. 

“Look, Jaspar Pennington,” he said presently. ‘‘ Any- 
thing got through evil, through bloodshed, through murder, 
carries a curse with it. I’ve had the curse of Cain upon 
me now for many a year. I have been a wanderer on the 
face of the earth. But I have kept my eyes open. Every- 
where it has been the same. Blood-money, hate-money, 
money evilly got, always carries a curse. Don’t touch it, 
don’t touch it! It does not burn the hands—oh, but it 
burns the heart, the soul! Oh, I have seen! I 
know !”’ 

For a few seconds I thought him mad again; but 
presently he became calm. ‘“‘ The food is ready,” he said ; 
“we will eat of it. I got it from a cottage yonder. After 
we have eaten you may like to tell me all about yourself. 
Perchance I could help you; perchance, too, I am not 
what I seem.” 

Something about the man charmed me. As I have 
mentioned, he spoke with ease, and, in spite of his strange 


THE BIRTHRIGHT 165 


attire, looked a gentleman. So when I had eaten I told 
him my story. 

“Ts that all? ” he said, when I had finished. ‘‘ There 
is something else. Your eyes would never shine so at the 
thought of being robbed of lands.”’ 

“Yes, there is more,”’ I cried, for I had not told him of 
my love ; and then—and I wondered at myself as I did 
so—I told him of my love for Naomi; but only in barest 
outline. I did not mention her name; I did not speak of 
her as coming from Trevose ; I did not relate how Richard 
Tresidder hoped, through her, to gain Trevose. 

When I had finished he sat for many minutes looking 
steadfastly into the fire, while his eyes grew as red as the 
red coals into which he looked. 

“You have not told me all yet, Jaspar Pennington,’’ 
he said; “there is much behind. Why do you think 
they have ill-treated if not killed the fair maid you love ? 
Why should they seek to put her into the convent? Ay, 
more, how and by what right were you taken to yon house 
on the cliffs? Tell me that, Jaspar Pennington.” 

He spoke slowly, but with terrible intensity, and for a 
moment a feeling which I cannot describe passed through 
my heart. 

“There is something else, Jaspar Pennington,” he 
continued. ‘‘ What is the name of the fair maid you love, 
and whose child is she? ” 

On saying this he caught my hand with a hard, tight 
grasp, and looked eagerly into my eyes. 


CHAPTER XVIII 


KNOW not why, but when the stranger acted in this 
way he seemed to put a bridle on my tongue. The 
name of my love was on my lips, but I could not utter it. 
“ Are you afraid to tell, Jaspar Pennington ? ”’ he asked 
eagerly. 

“Tt is not for you to know,” I replied. “Besides, she 
may be dead. I have been told that she——” Then I 
stopped, for my heart seemed to grow too big for my bosom. 

“Died of a brokken ’art,’”’ mumbled Eli. ‘ The Tre- 
zidders killed er.” 
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“Tell me more!” cried the stranger excitedly. Then 
he added, in calmer tones, ‘‘I may be able to help you.” 

But I did not speak ; whereupon he walked to and fro 
the cave, making all sorts of ejaculations, and at times 
looking savagely at me, as though I were his enemy. 

Presently, however, he grew calm and thoughtful; he 
seemed to be musing over what I had told him, as though 
he had an interest in it. This surprised me greatly, and 
set me thinking who he could be, until plans of action for 
myself began to form themselves in my brain. 

After this I went out of the cave and stood in the bay 
called Bedruthan Steps. Accustomed as I had been all 
my life to the sight of a fine, rock-bound coast, I could not 
help being awed by the scene. The great rocks which lift 
their mighty heads in Kynance Cove were not equal to 
these. Often while living at Cap’n Jack’s house I had 
wandered along the many-coloured cliffs which stretch 
from Kynance to the Lizard, and had seen the waves leap 
on them, sometimes playfully, sometimes in mad anger, 
while thousands of streamlets ran down their rugged sides 
afterwards, as if to laugh at the anger of the sea ; but never 
had I seen anything so fine, so awe-inspiring, as this. For 
a moment it made me forget the objects dearest to my 
heart. The tide was not high enough to reach the mouth 
of the cave, but the angry seas rolled madly along the sand, 
and were churned into foam by the great rocks on the 
beach. I had heard about rocks standing as sentinels, 
but never until then did I realize the meaning of the words. 
That day, however, such language was quite plain. The 
cliffs stood from three to four hundred feet high, almost 
perpendicular, save here and there where some narrow 
gully sloped somewhat. These cliffs were dark grey, 
rough, jagged, and forbidding, and seemed to quietly mock 
the roaring, rushing sea which beat upon them, 

Along the beach, perhaps a hundred yards or more 
from the cliffs, a number of huge rocks stood alone. I 
suppose at some time they must have slipped from the 
mainland, but that was undoubtedly in the far-back past. 
One of them, I remember, was shaped like a spire, and 
seemed to look with derision on the foaming waters that 
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sometimes nearly covered it, and at others left it standing 

in all its majesty on the white, hard sand. 
_ “Surely,” I thought, ‘God has been lavish of His 
grandeur here ”’ ; and even as this came into my mind the 
relentlessness and the cruelty of the sea impressed me. 
Everything made me feel my littleness, my impotence. A 
strong man would be but as a bit of rotten wood if he were 
thrown into it ; those cliffs would beat the life out of him, 
while the white foam, which looked so soft and inviting, 
covered that which would smash the sides of a boat as 
easily as a man snaps apiece of wood across _ his 
knee. 

A feeling of despair possessed me again, for I was utterly 
lonely. It is true Eli stood by my side saying kind words, 
while the stranger walked to and fro the cave ; but no one 
felt my grief or understood it. By and by, however, my 
mood began to change ; the roaring sea, the grey, leaden 
sky, the mighty cliffs, inspired me ; they urged me to action. 
I must find out the truth about Naomi; ay, I must find 
her, for, standing there that morning, I could not believe 
she was dead. 

A few minutes later I had made preparations to leave 
the cave‘and go away from the neighbourhood of Bedruthan 
Steps. 

Where do you go, Jaspar Pennington, and what are 
your plans? ”’ asked the stranger. 

“That is a matter which concerns myself,’’ I replied, 
not very graciously. A moment later, however, I felt I 
had acted like a cur, for this man had endangered his life 
to save mine, and but for him I might not have been alive. 
“ Forgive me,” Icontinued. ‘‘ My mind is much distracted, 
and I scarcely know what I say.’ 

“ Perchance I could help you, if you would trust me,” 
he said. 

“T can scarcely trust myself,” I replied, ‘‘ much less a 
stranger.” 

“ Am 1 a stranger? ” he cried, with a hysterical laugh, 
just as though he were a madman. 

“If you are not, who and what are you?” I asked. 

“ What is your name? ” 
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“Name!” he said wildly. “ Esau is my name, my 
true name.” 

“Why your true name ? ”’ 

“‘ Because I have sold my birthright.” 

“ Your birthright ! To whom did you sell it ? ” 

“To the devil!’ he cried, his eyes glittering. ‘‘ My 
birthright was my manhood ; it was a clear conscience ; 
it was the power to fearlessly think of the past, and to——” 
He stopped suddenly, then he went on again: “ Perhaps 
Cain is the truer name, but I know not. Call me Esau.” 

“Yes, he’s mad,’’ I said to myself. ‘I can trust him 
with nothing—nothing.”’ Still, I humoured him. “ You 
have been very good to me,’’I said. ‘‘ Some time, if I live 
and gain my own, I will repay you.” 

He came to me again, his eyes still shining brightly, and 
he looked eagerly into mine, as though, too, he had decided 
to impart something to me; but a second later an expres- 
sion of doubt rested on his face. ‘‘ No,” I heard him say ; 
“T must find out myself, and alone, if I can—if I can.” 

We parted then. I made my way up the side of a 
sloping place along the cliffs, and Eli followed close at 
my heels. When we reached the grassy headland I looked 
back, and saw the stranger still standing at the mouth of 
the cave. I looked around me. Not a house of any sort 
was to be seen ; only a rugged, bleak coast-line was visible. 
I saw, however, that some of the land was cultivated, and 
therefore knew there must be some farm-houses in the 
near distance. 

After walking about a quarter of an hour we came to a 
lane; but it was grass-grown, and was evidently but 
seldom used. I looked around me and espied a grey church 
tower. This gladdened my heart, for it was pleasant to 
think of the House of God situated in a bleak, barren 
countryside. I was about to make my way toward it 
when I heard the click of a labourer’s pick. I jumped ona 
fence and saw a man hedging. 

“What is the name of that church?” I asked. 

“St; Eval: sur’ 

I looked at the man more closely. He appeared 
far more intelligent than the ordinary labourer. ‘ Do 
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you know much about this neighbourhood?” I asked. 

“T’ve lived ’ere oal my life, sur.’’ 

“Do you know of any convent around here? ” 

“Convent ? convent ?” he repeated, questioningly. 

“Yes,” I replied ; ‘‘ a place that belongs to the Catholics 
—a place where priests and nuns live.” 

He looked at me suspiciously, as though he suspected I 
had evil motives in asking such a question. ‘ No, sur,” 
he said presently. Then he gave a start, and turning I 
saw that Eli had come to my side. ‘Is he—is he the 
devil? ” he gasped. 

“No; only a dwarf.” 

“You’m sa big and ’e sa small, it do seem funny,’ he 
laughed nervously. 

‘“* What is the nearest town ? ”’ I asked. 

*« St. Columb, sur.” 

I made up my mind to go to St. Columb, and was asking 
the man how far it was when another thought struck me. 
““There’s a parson at St. Eval, I suppose ? ” 

“ Aw, iss, sur; hes ’ouse edn’ fur from the church.” 

I made my way towards St. Eval, and, after half an 
hour’s walking, found a church and perhaps a dozen houses. 
I was not long in finding the vicarage, for it was the only 
house of importance in the neighbourhood. 

Parson Thomas received me very kindly. He was a 
little man, well fed, and apparently on good terms with 
every one. I don’t think he knew much about religion as 
Mr. John Wesley taught it, but he was kind-hearted and 
full of merriment. Moreover, if he neglected people’s souls, 
he did not neglect their bodies. He insisted on giving me 
refreshments, and although he looked very curiously at 
Eli, he sent him into the kitchen, and gave instructions 
that he must be looked after. 

“Tama bachelor,” laughed the jolly vicar. “‘So much 
the better all around. I’ve no one to bother me. I’ve 
got my dogs and my horses. At St. Ervan there is a pack 
of hounds, and I’ve the best hunter within six parishes. I 
have a service every Sunday afternoon in the church, and 
so far we have no Methodists. I’ve some good wine, good 
home-brewed ale, and plenty of cider. I rear most of the 
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flesh eaten in the house, and am happy—ha, ha! Now 
what can I do for you?” 

I asked if he knew of any religious house belonging to 
the Catholics in the neighbourhood. 

‘“There are a few Catholic families,’ he said. 

“Who are they? ” 

“Well, there was one at Trevose House—an old house 
built on the cliff not far from Trevose Head. At least, 
Mrs. Penryn was a Catholic, and the girl was brought up 
in the same belief. A priest from Padstow used to visit 
the house.” 

“Do you know anything about them?” I asked. 

“Mrs. Penryn is dead; her husband—well, it’s a sad 
story. Poor fellow, he committed suicide well upon twenty 
years ago. Everything was left to the daughter. She has 
gone to the West to stay till she’s of age, or married, under 
the guardianship of a Richard Tresidder. I think I heard 
something about Tresidder’s son marrying Naomi, but 
I’m not sure.” 

“Did the priest who visited Trevose belong to any 
religious community ?—I mean, is there a convent or 
nunnery at Padstow? ” 

“No. Let me see—Oh, yes, I remember now; my 
friend Page, from Mawgan, was telling me about it. Close 
to Mawgan Church is the Manor House of Lord Arundell. 
I dare say you will have heard of it—Lanherne. It is a 
delightful spot. Well, the Arundell family has always 
remained Catholic, and was terribly bitter against the 
Reformation. The present Arundells came into possession 
about thirty-five or forty years ago, and it is quite a home 
for priests and Catholics generally. Some of the priests, I 
believe, visited Trevose from there.” 

“ But it is not a convent or nunnery ? ” 

“Oh, no; not that I am aware of. It is simply the 
headquarters of the Papists in this district. I have heard 
it said that young Catholic girls, religiously inclined, have 
been taken there as novitiates, but I doubt its truth; not 
that the place is not admirably suited for such a purpose. 
It is surrounded by a high wall, over which no one can see, 
and in one of the walls is a secret chamber in which it is 
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said a priest was concealed for eighteen months in the 
reign of Elizabeth. At present, however, it is not 
recognized as a convent.” * 

“ But it is a Catholic centre? ” 

“Oh, bless you, yes; the place is full of priests, nuns 
from France, and what not. I should not like to say what 
is done within those walls. That house is full of secrets, 
and people who go to Mawgan Church, which is adjoining 
it, look upon Lanherne asa home of mystery. The servants 
are silent, the priests are silent, the very atmosphere seems 
full of secrets.” 

I did not stay long with Parson Thomas after this, 
although his hospitality seemed to know no bounds. I 
had heard enough to set me thinking, and I determined 
to go to Mawgan that very evening. The time was now 
three in the afternoon, and soon night would be upon us. 
Still, there would be another hour of daylight, and I started 
to walk in the direction of Mawgan Porth, while Eli trudged 
close by my heels. 

We had been walking perhaps half an hour when I saw, 
as I was passing by a farm-house close to which the road 
ran, a woman on horseback. Below us were the sands of 
Mawgan Porth, but no house was near save the farm-house 
to which I have referred. 

“ Tt issome woman riding home from St. Columb market, 
I suppose,” I said as her horse climbed the hill. 

“No,” said Eli; ‘“‘no, Maaster Jaspar. "Tes Tamsin 
Triscott, Tamsin Fraddam ; that’s who et es.”’ 

“Tamsin!” J cried; “surely no!” 

A few seconds later, however, I saw that Eli was right. 

“Master Jaspar Pennington!” she cried, as she saw 
me, and the blood mounted violently to her face. ‘‘ You 
are free, then? ” 


* Lanherne Manor House, in the parish of Mawgan, Cornwall, 
while being a centre of Catholic influence for several centuries, did 
not become a recognized convent until the beginning of the present 
century. At that time a sisterhood of Carmelite nuns was driven 
from France to Antwerp. When the French entered Belgium they 
emigrated to England, and Lord Arundell of Wardour assigned the 
house to them. The inmates are at present an abbess and twenty 
nuns. 


172 THE BIRTHRIGHT 


This she said in a tone of disappointment almost amount- 
ing to anger. 

“Yes, Tamsin,” I replied. ‘‘ What do you know about 
my imprisonment ? ”’ 

“‘ T suppose you got him away ? ”’ she said to Eli angrily, 
without noticing my question. 

“Iss,” grunted Eli; “I ded, dedn’ I, Jaspar? ”’ and 
the dwarf laughed gleefully. 

«‘And I meant to have done it,’’ she said, as if musing 
to herself. ‘‘I have travelled a long way.” 

‘““What do you mean, Tamsin?” I asked. 

She hesitated a minute ; then she spoke like one in pain. 

“T did my best, Jaspar—believe that. But for me you 
would have been killed. Israel Barnicoat and others 
vowed it, but I persuaded father. I heard about your 
coming back, and I tried to find out where you had been 
taken. As soon as I knew I started to come. I would 
have set you free; I would, Jaspar, I would.” 

My slow-thinking mind was trying to find its way to 
Tamsin’s motives for acting thus when she went on if 
possible more earnestly than before. 

“She didn’t care for you, Jaspar; if she did, why were 
you imprisoned in her house ? ”’ 

“Tamsin,” I said, for I began to see her meaning, “ do 
you know what is become of Naomi Penryn ? ” 

“No,” she said sullenly. 

“Tamsin,” I went on, “I thank you for your goodness 
to me; I am glad I have a friend willing to travel so far 
to help me. But I am in great sorrow, Tamsin. I may 
tell you about it, I know. I love Naomi Penryn—love 
her like my own life. I have heard strange rumours about 
her, and my heart is very sad. I can trust you—I know 
that. Have you heard anything about her?” 

She became very pale as I spoke, and I thought she 
would have fallen from her horse; but she recovered herself 
presently. 

“Israel Barnicoat told me that she would not marry 
young Tresidder,” she replied, “‘ and that she asked to be 
taken to a convent until she came of age.” 

Yes,” I said eagerly, “‘and what then? ” 
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“T heard she died there.” 

“ And do you know where the convent is? ” 

“No; I know nothing! She is dead, that’s all.” 

“Tamsin,” I replied, ‘‘ something tells me she is not 
dead. I am going to search for her until I find her.” 

“Why do you not believe she’s dead ? ” she asked, like 
one in anger. 

““T have reasons,” I answered. ‘“‘ They are real to me, 
although they might not be real to you. Besides, I cannot 
think of her as dead. Suppose you loved a man, would 
you rest upon hearsay in such a case? ” 

“IT would search until I died,’ she cried. ‘‘ If he were 
alive I would find him; if he were dead I would die too.’” 

“Then you can feel for me,” I said, “‘ for I love Naomi 
Penryn. I shall love her till I die, and if she be dead I 
shall want to die too.” 

Then the girl gave a heartrending cry. ‘‘ Don’t, Jaspar 
Pennington!” she said; “don’t!” 

I looked around me and saw that Eli had wandered 
towards the Porth. I was glad of this, for I realized what 
her words meant. 

“Tamsin Truscott,’”’ I said, ‘‘ I never had a sister; wil} 
you beone tome? For IJ love youas truly as ever brother 
loved sister. Can you care for me as a sister cares for a 
brother ? ” 

I said this because I wanted to be true to Naomi, and 
because I determined to dispel from Tamsin’s mind all 
thoughts of me as one who could ever love her. I wanted 
to appeal to all that was best and truest in her, too, believ- 
ing, as I have always believed, that by this means alone 
can we get the best that people are capable of giving. 

For some minutes she seemed like one fighting a great 
battle ; then she said quietly, ‘‘ Yes, Jaspar Pennington, 
I will do for you all that a sister would do.” 

“Then, Tamsin,” I said, “‘ if it should please God to let. 
me find my love, would you befriend her? ” 

“ Yes,” she gasped. 

{ “It seems as though she hath many enemies,” I went 
on, ‘and there be many who plot against her. If I find 
her among friends, all may be well; but if I were to find 
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her among enemies and rescue her, I know of no place to 
take her where she would be safe.” 

For a little while Tamsin sobbed as though her heart 
would break; and at that time I thought it was because 
she pitied both me and Naomi. 

Presently she said quietly, ‘ If you should ever find the 
one you mean alive, and she needs a home, take her to my 
aunt’sat Porth Mullion. Sheisa good woman, my mother’s 
sister, and hates my father’s ways. She will do anything 
I ask her.” 

“What is her name? ” I asked, “ and how shall I find 
fer ? ”’. 

“Her name is Mary Crantock, and there are but three 
hhouses at Porth Mullion. Hers is a white house, with a 
wooden porch painted green. The other houses have no 
porches.” 

* And how will she know about me? ” 

*“‘T will ride there to-morrow and tell her.” 

** And where will you go to-night ? ” 

“To St. Columb. I have another aunt who lives there.” 

Then a great fear came into my heart, and, almost with- 
out thinking, I had caught hold of Tamsin’s hand. 

“Tamsin Truscott,” I said, “ you once told me you loved 
me. I may trust you, may I not? As God is above us, 
you will be true if ever I need you? ” 

“As surely as what I once told you is true, as surely as 
God is above us, you may trust me.” 

Then she turned her horse’s head, and rode rapidly 
towards the St. Columb road. 

Now, in describing my meeting with Tamsin, I have 
failed to record many things. I have not told of the many 
questions she asked regarding my imprisonment or my 
escape, nor of the answers I gave, because they do not bear 
directly on the history I am writing. Besides, it is difficult 
to remember after the lapse of years. So many things 
were said, however, that it was nearly dark when she rode 
away from me. 

From Mawgan Porth it is about two miles to Mawgan 
Church, and I was anxious to get there before night had 
quite come upon us. So, calling Eli to my side, we hurried 
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across the Porth, and then went up a narrow lane, where 
we met a man, who directed us to Mawgan Church. 

A quarter of an hour later we were descending into the 
vale of Lanherne, and in the light of the departing day I 
could see the tower of the church rising trom the trees 
among which it nestled. The sight seemed to give wings 
to my feet, and so fast did I go that Eli had great difficulty 
in ig eae close to me. Eagerly did I jump across the 
brook that ran down the valley, after which I ran along by 
the churchyard wall, and a few seconds later I stood before 
the grey walls of Lanherne Manor House. 


CHAPTER XIX 


Y first impulse on seeing the house was to go boldly 
up to the door and ask for Naomi Penryn, but a 
second’s reflection told me that such an act would be 
madness. I remembered the words of Parson Thomas. 
This house was the property of a man widely known and 
respected, and while it was given over to Papist ways and 
usages I could not ask questions as though it were a public 
institution. My brain, slow to work as it was, told me that 
I must act warily and in such a way as to rouse as little 
suspicion as possible. On looking back over my plan of 
action, however, I can see how foolish I was, and how, but 
for the kind Providence of God, I did that which was 
calculated to frustrate the dearest desire of my heart. 

This, however, is what I did. I waited for some few 
minutes in a state of indecision; then it occurred to me 
that I had better find an inn,so that I might leave Eli in a 
place of safety ; and on looking round I quickly found a 
kiddleywink. Here I left Eli, and after telling the land- 
lady to cook supper, I again went back to the front of the 
old Manor House. I wandered around the place, and saw 
that the garden walls were more than fifteen feet high, and 
that from no position could I look over. 

Twice did I walk around the house and gardens, and 
was about to go back to the inn again, when I heard the 
sound of singing. I listened intently, and discovered that 
the singers were within the Manor House; and from the 
number of voices, and the nature of the singing, I con- 
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cluded that the inmates were taking part in some religious 
service. I stood like one entranced, for the music was 
very sweet ; and it seemed to my excited imagination that 
Naomi’s voice mingled with the rest. Presently it died 
away, and I heard the sound of footsteps. But there were 
no loud voices or confusion, neither was there any laughter ; 
all was quiet, orderly, and subdued. 

The night was not dark; the clouds which hung so 
heavily in the sky during the morning had been swept 
away, and numberless stars shone brightly. 

As I watched I saw a man who, from his garb, I took 
to be a priest. I went up to him, and saw that I was right 
in my surmise. 

“T am a stranger to these parts,’ I said, “and have 
travelled far to-day. May I ask if this is a monastery, or 
religious house ? ” 

“No, young man, it is not a monastery, but the house 
of a Catholic gentleman.” 

“‘T heard the sound of many voices just now. I thought 
a mass was being sung,”’ I said. 

“ You are right, young man.” 

“Tf it had been a monastery, I should have asked for 
shelter to-night,” I said ; “‘ and from the number of voices 
singing, I concluded that it was a religious institution.” 

“Souls that are weary are admitted here for rest and 
guidance and help,’’ he replied, ‘and some have passed 
from here to some religious home. This is by the kindness 
of the owner of this house. But why do you ask? Are 
you a Catholic? Are you, amidst so much heresy, a 
member of the true fold ? ” 

At this time I wished I had prepared for a meeting witha 
priest, so that I might have been in a better position to 
have fulfilled my desires. I wished, too, that, instead of 
being slow to think, I had been clever to make plans, and 
oe to act upon them. Still, I determined to do my 

est. 

“Tam but a wanderer, father,” I said, “and my mind 
hath been torn by many doubts. I have been troubled, 
too, about one who is very dear to me, who is of the Catholic 
faith, and who, I am told, found her way to a convent or a 
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religious home, to find rest and peace. I know not where 
she is, nor whether she has found the peace that she hoped 
for. I have heard that it was in this neighbourhood she 
sought to find what she desired.” 

“Is she young or old, young man?” said the priest, 
looking keenly at me. 

“She is young,” I replied. 

“* And her name ? ” 

“Her name is Naomi Penryn,’ I replied. 

I thought he gave a start, and he seemed to measure 
me, as though the thought of trying whether he or I was 
the stronger man. 

“ Alas !’’ he said presently, ‘“‘ she is dead.” 

“Dead!” I repeated, and my heart became cold, for 
in my despair the words of Nick Tresidder seemed foolish 
and unmeaning. 

“Yes. She came here some time ago. She was very 
pale and fragile when she came. She was in sore distress, 
too. But she received the consolation of the Church, and 
died in the faith.” 

At this all my strength seemed to ebb away from me, 
and my hands became nerveless. 

“‘ How long is it since she died ? ” I asked. 

“About three weeks ago,’”’ he replied. 

“And where was she buried ? ” 

“‘T would show you her grave,” he replied, “‘ but the 
house is not mine. I grieve to see your sorrow ; but there 
is consolation, young man. Trouble for our young sister 
no longer, for she is with the blessed. I am sorry I cannot 
offer you food and shelter ; but it is only four miles to St. 
Columb, and you will find accommodation there.” 

“ But surely there is an inn here ? ” I suggested. 

“Yes; but it is not a place you would care to stay at, 
and you will fare far better at St. Columb. Good night.” 

Then he left me, and I went away towards the kiddley- 
wink like one dazed. I made no pretence of eating the 
supper which had been prepared, neither did I speak to 
Eli, who looked at me pityingly ; and I saw that tears 
dropped from his strange-looking cross eyes, and rolled 
down his ugly, misshapen face. 

M 
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All hope had now gone from me; I felt I had no desire 
to win back my own, or even to live. My life had more 
and more become bound up in that of Naomi, until now, 
when I could no longer comfort myself with the hope that 
she lived, nothing was of value to me. 

“Eli,” I said presently, “ you had better go to bed. 
You will need all your strength.” 

“Why, Maaster Jaspar ? ” 

‘* Because to-morrow I shall go with you back to St. Eve.” 

““ And what then, Maaster Jaspar ? ”’ 

“IT do not know,” I said; “it does not matter what 
becomes of me now.” 

“ And why, Maaster Jaspar! Poor little Eli do love ’ee, 
love ’ee dearly.” 

“But my love is dead,” I answered; and then I told 
him what the priest had told me. 

His cross eyes shone brightly, and his mouth began to 
move just as I had seen his mother’s move many times. 

“T’ve vound out things,”’ he said cunningly ; ‘‘ mawther 
’ave told me. Ic’n vind out ef she’s dead ; ef she es, I c’n 
bring ’er back. Zay I shall, Maaster Jaspar, ’n little Eli 
ll do et?” 

“No,” I cried, with a shudder. ‘‘ Naomi, who is as 
pure as the angels of God, shall never be influenced by the 
powers of darkness.” 

At first I thought he was going to say some angry words, 
but he only murmured loving words to me, just as a mother | 
murmurs to a tired or sick child. 

“Poor Maaster Jaspar! dear Maaster Jaspar!”’ Then 
he went to bed, leaving me alone. 

The landlady of the kiddleywink was a kind and motherly 
soul, and treated me with such sympathy, for she saw I 
was in trouble ; and when I told her that I should not go 
to the bedroom with Eli, she prepared a bed for me on the 
window-seat, and left a candle burning for me. 

But I could not sleep ; when all the inn was quiet I went 
out into the night, and wandered around the old Manor 
House like a man bereft of his senses, as indeed I was. I 
found my way into the churchyard, and roamed among the 
gravestones, wondering where Naomi’s grave was, and 
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why the death of such as she was so little thought of. 
Perhaps I stayed here two hours, and all the time I grew 
more and more fearful. It seemed to me that the dead 
were arising from their graves and denouncing me for 
disturbing them, while all around me evil things crawled, 
and mocked me in my sorrow. These and many more 
phantoms appeared to me, until, with a cry of anguish, I 
rushed back to the kiddleywink again. The night had 
become clear; the rising moon caused the church-tower 
and the Manor House to appear very plainly; and as I 
lay on the window-seat I could see both. 

Towards morning I began to grow less fearful, although 
a great pain still gnawed at my heart. I remember, too, 
I was making up my mind that when daylight came I 
would seek the priest to whom I had spoken, and ask him 
to show me Naomi’s grave—when I heard a sobbing wail 
that seemed to come from a heart as broken and bleeding 
as my own. 

I started up and listened for some seconds, but all was 
silent. 

“ Was I dreaming ? ” I asked myself, ‘‘ or are the spirits 
of the dead come back? ” 

Scarcely had the thought passed my mind when I heard 
another cry, more piteous, if possible, than the other. 

“ Jaspar, Jaspar, my love, Jaspar!” I heard. ‘‘ Can 
you not deliver me? ” 

The cry was very real, and it had no suggestion of the 
grave. It was the voice of some one living. 

“My God!” I cried, “it is Naomi!” 

I looked at my watch; it was six o’clock, and thus 
wanted two hours to daybreak. Hurriedly I left the inn 
and went out again. A rimy frost lay upon every twig 
and bush and tree, and in the light of the moon the ice 
crystals sparkled as though the spirits had scattered myriads 
of precious stones everywhere. But I thought not of this. 
I made my way towards the spot from whence I thought 
I had heard the sound come, and then listened intently. 
All was silent as death. 

Near me was a tall tree. I made a leap at its lowest 
branches, and a few seconds later was fifteen or twenty feet 
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from the ground. From this position I saw the whole 
garden. I looked long and steadily, but could discern 
nothing of importance. I continued to strain my ears to 
listen ; but all was silent save the rippling of the brook 
that wended its way down the valley, and which seemed 
to deride me in my helplessness. 

“It was all fancy,” I said bitterly, “ all fancy ; or perhaps 
I am mad.” 

I prepared to get down from the tree when I heard 
sobbing not thirty yards from me. 

My heart thumped so loudly that I could detect no 
words, but not so loudly as to prevent me from locating 
the sound. Yes, it came from a little house used as a 
summer bower. Instantly my mind was made up. I had 
no patience to consider whether my determination was 
wise or foolish. I madly dreamed that Naomi was near, 
crying for my help. Else why should I hear my own name, 
or why should I think it was the voice of my love ? 

In another second IJ had leapt from the tree, and then I 
ran along by the wall until I came close to the place where 
the bower had been placed. 

I listened again. Yes, I heard sobs—sobs which came 
from a breaking heart ! 

The wall was, as I said, from fifteen to twenty feet high ; 
but this did not deter me. I caught hold of an ivy branch, 
and by its aid sought to climb ; but at the first pull I had 
torn it away. So there was nothing for me but to stick 
my fingers into the masonry, and climb as best I could. 
How I managed, I know not, but in a few seconds I had 
accomplished my purpose. 

“Naomi!” I whispered; but I heard no answer. 

I waited a few seconds, and spoke again: ‘“‘ Naomi, my 
love,” I said, “it is Jaspar.” 

At that I heard a movement from within the bower, and 
then I saw some one come into the garden. It was a 
woman. I saw her look eagerly around, like one afraid. 
Then her face was turned towards me. It was my love! 

“Naomi,” I said, ‘do not be afraid; it is Jaspar— 
Jaspar Pennington, come to set you free.” 

Then she saw me, and gave a glad cry. 
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“Jaspar! Jaspar!” she cried; ‘“‘ not dead!” 

A few seconds later I had descended and stood in the 
garden, my heart swelling with joy until it seemed too 
large for my bosom. I came close to her, and then my 
confidence departed. All my old doubts came back. 
Joyful as I was at the thought that she was alive, I could 
not believe that she cared for me. How could she, when 
I was so unworthy ? 

The moon shone brightly on the garden, while the rimy 
frost, reflecting its light, dispelled the darkness, and I was 
able to see the face of my love and the flash of her eyes. 
I seemed close to the gates of heaven, and yet I felt as if 
they were closed against me. 

I stood still. ‘‘ Naomi,” I said, ‘forgive me. You 
know who I am—Jaspar Pennington.” 

She came towards me, and I heard her sobbing again. 
Then I, anxious not to frighten her, went on talking. 

“Naomi,” I continued, “ you are in trouble, and I fear 
you have enemies. I have tried to make you feel my 
protection in the past, but I have been unable. I have 
come to help you now, if you will let me.” 

All this I said like one repeating a lesson, and I said it 
badly, too, for I am not one who can speak easily. But 
when I had spoken a weight seemed removed from me, 
and my heart burned as though great fires were within 
my bosom. 

““My love, my life!” I cried, “ will you not come to 
me? I will give my life for yours.” 

Then I opened my arms, and she came to me, not slowly 
and timidly, but with a glad bound, as though, leaning 
her head upon me, she found joy and rest and safety. 

Ay, and she did find safety, too, for it would have gone 
ill with any man, ay, with many men, if they had come to 
harm her then. The life-blood of ten strong men surged 
within me, and the pressure of her little hand gave me more 
strength than the touch of magic wands which we are told 
were potent in far-off times. Besides, the first words she 
spoke to me, telling as they did of her helplessness and her 
dependence on me, were sweeter than the music of many 
waters, 
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“ Jaspar,” she said, ““I have many enemies—I who 
mever harmed any one—and I have no one to help me but 

you. 

Ah! but she had me—she had me! I know this seems 
like boasting, especially when I remember that I had been 
the easy dupe of the Tresidders, and that they had foiled 
me in every attempt I had made against them in the past. 
But her love made me wiser, and though, thank God, I 
have never been a coward, her presence made me many 
times braver. I felt I could protect her—I could save her 
from the fear of her enemies. For I loved her—a thousand 
times more than can be expressed in cold words on paper ; 
and let who will say otherwise, the unsullied love of an 
honest heart is of more value than great riches. 

All this time I longed to ask her many questions. I 
wanted her to tell me all her trouble, but there were other 
things I desired to know more. I wanted her to tell me 
what I had told her. 

But she did not speak further; she only sobbed as 
though her heart were breaking, until I, awkward and 
fearful, and knowing nothing of the ways of women, was 
afraid lest I had frightened her, or had in some way caused 
her pain. 

“Naomi, my little maid,” I said, “have I done aught 
to frighten you? I have not angered you, have I? ” 

“No, no,” she said, with a sob, ‘“‘ only they made me 
believe you were dead !”’ 

“And did you care ?>—you who were so coy, and, when 
my heart was hungering for you, would tell me nothing ! ” 

I will not tell you what she said. Only God and myself 
heard her words, and they are sacred to me. They have 
been my inspiration and my joy in lonely hours ; they have 
nerved my arm in time of peril and danger. They opened 
the gates of heaven to me, and filled my life with sunshine. 
So great is the power which God hath given to 
~woman ! 

She nestled her head on my bosom as she told me what 
my heart had been hungering to know, and for the time 
‘we forgot our surroundings—forgot everything save our 
own happiness. The morning, which slowly dawned, we 


THE BIRTHRIGHT 183, 


did not heed, nor did we notice that the silvery light of the 
moon died away. The cold was nothing to us, the bower 
in which we sat was indeed a place of warmth and beauty 
and sunshine. No sadness was there, for each welcomed 
the other as one come back from the gates of death. We 
rejoiced in life and youth and love. 

And yet we said nothing to each other with regard to 
our experiences in the past, or our fears for the future. In 
those blissful moments we only lived in the present, regard- 
less of all things save that we were near each other. 

Thus it was that Naomi Penryn and I, Jaspar Pennington, 
became betrothed. 

I think the realization of our position came to each of us. 
at the same moment, for just as the thought of our danger 
flashed through my mind Naomi tore herself from me. 

‘“‘ Jaspar, Jaspar,” she cried, “ you must not stay here 
longer. You are in danger here, and if we are seen to- 
gether ” She did not finish the sentence, but looked 
eagerly, anxiously around. 

Then I blamed myself for not acting differently. But 
only for a minute. We had been but a few minutes 
together, and even if the direst calamity had befallen us, 
I should have rejoiced that we had spent that blissful time 
together, living only in the joy of life. 

““T must go back to the house now,”’ she said hurriedly. 
“‘T shall soon be missed, and searched for.” 

“No, do not go back,” I said. ‘I can climb the wall 
and take you away. Let us leave now.” 

“Tt would be no use now, Jaspar,’”’ she said. “I should 
be followed and brought back.” 

“Why ?”’ I asked. 

‘There is not time to tell you,” she said ; “if you were 
known to be here you would never escape alive. Oh, 
Jaspar, I am beset with danger. I have almost died in 
my sorrow.” 

““ What time will your absence be discovered ? ”’ I asked. 

‘‘We are supposed to attend mass at seven o’clock,” 
she said. 

I looked at my watch. It only wanted a few minutes 
to that time. 
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“ Tell me how you came here, and why you are surrounded 
by dangers? ”’ I asked. 

“ T would not marry Nick Tresidder—I could not, Jaspar ; 
you know why now. He tried to force me, and when I 
refused, he told me you were dead. At first I did not believe 
him, and then one of my old servants from Trevose came 
and said you had died there.” 

She told me this in a trembling voice, as though she were 
frightened—told me in broken sentences, which revealed 
to me more than the mere words could express. 

“Yes; what then? ” asked I eagerly. 

“IT became distracted, and knew not what I did. Then 
a priest came and persuaded me to become a nun. He 
also brought certain papers which he wanted me to sign.” 

“And did you sign them ? ” 

“T scarcely knew what I did. I know that I consented 
to come here. That was several weeks ago. Oh, Jaspar, 
I have been in sore straits.” 

I set my teeth together, and vowed vengeance on the 
Tresidder brood as I told her to go on with her story. 

“J hardly know how to tell you, Jaspar. About three 
weeks ago a young woman died. The priests told me it 
was I who died; they also tell me that I am Gertrude 
Varcoe, and that I am to be removed to a convent in France 
inadayortwo. Ihavenot known what todo. Last night 
I could not rest. I seemed to be going mad, and after 
tossing for hours on my bed without sleeping I came here 
in the garden; and all the time my heart was crying out 
for you.” 

“And did you not call on me to come to your help ? ” 

“No; only in my heart.” And at this I wondered 
greatly. 

A bell began to ring. 

“There! I must go, Jaspar,’’ she cried. 

“Not yet,” I said; and I should have held her if the 
lord of the manor had been walking toward us through 
the garden. 

“ Be brave,” I continued, “‘ and be here to-night as soon 
as you can after the inmates of the house have retired to 
rest. I shall wait until you come, and I shall be ready to 
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take you toa place of safety. You cancome, can you not?” 

“Yes, I think so, if I am not suspected. And can you 
take me away, Jaspar? You will not allow them to harm 
you, will you? Oh, I will not be forced away now I know 
you are alive.” 

“ Do not fear, my little maid,” I said. “I will take you 
away. You shall not be carried off by any priests to a 
convent. There, go now;” and I held her to me more 
closely. 

But I let her go at length, with many warning words 
and many expressions of my love. It was like pulling my 
heart out to see her walk away from me, but I comforted 
myself that I would take her away when the next night 
came. Then I climbed the wall again, and made my way 
towards the inn, strangely glad, yet with many misgivings, 
for I was sore afraid lest I had acted foolishly in not bringing 
her with me even then. 

As I passed the front of the Manor House, I caught a 
glimpse of a frocked priest, and from the look on his face I 
fancied he suspected me. But I paid little heed to him. 
I went back to the inn to make my plans for rescuing 
Naomi. I did not know then that we had been watched all 
the time we had been together. 


CHAPTER XX 
HEN I got back to the inn I found Eli anxiously 
awaiting me. 

“ Jaspar better ? ” he said, looking at me questioningly. 

“Yes, better, Eli.” 

“ Jaspar ’eard bout the purty maid ? ” 

i eS, (En. 

He chuckled joyously, and gave several expressive grunts. 
After this he asked me some questions, which showed me 
that he understood more than I had thought, and had formed 
correct reasons why Naomi had been taken away. 

“ Neck Terzidder’s awful deep ; all the Terzidders be,” 
he grunted. ‘Made et up with the priests—go shares. 
I zee, I zee!” 

“Eli,” I said, ‘ we must take her away to-night, toa 


place of safety.” 
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“Iss, iss,” he chuckled. ‘‘ Where? ” 

“‘T must decide that after we have got her away from 
yon prison,” I said. 

‘“* And what be yer plans, Maaster Jaspar ? ”’ 

“‘We must get horses, Eli,” I said; “ how, Idonot know 
yet, but we must get them by to-night. One must have a 
lady’s saddle—for her.”’ 

“Ts Maaster Jaspar going to git ’em? ” 

“Yes. I shall have plenty of time through the day, and 
nothing can be done while we are away.” 

“No, Maaster Jaspar, no,” he grunted. ‘“ You mus’ 
stay ’ere oal day and watch. You mus’ eed out ov sight, 
but you mus’ watch. Cos they be oal deep. They knaw, 
they knaw!” 

I understood his meaning, and saw that he was right : at 
the same time, I felt I should have to risk being away, else 
how could I get the horses without attracting attention ? 

“ Little Eli ’ll git the horses,”’ he grunted. 

‘‘But where will you get the horses ? ’’ lasked anxiously, 

““T knaw, I knaw,” he laughed. ‘“‘ Maaster Jaspar ’appy 
again, Maaster Jaspar git his own. But he must watch, 
watch. 

***« Priests all shaved, 
Clothed in black, 
Convent walls, 

Screws and rack, 
Women walkin’ in procession, 
Cravin’ for a dead man’s blessin’, 
Weepin’ eyes, wailin’ cries, 
Lonely, lonely, oal alone.’ ’’ 

“Stop!” Icried ; “stop! Ill have none of that here.”’ 

“ Aw, aw!” chuckled Eli; ‘‘ mawther ded zee, mawther 
ded zee. Never mind, little Eli ‘ll git the hosses then— 
aw, we sh’ll ’ave braave times, we shall! ’’ And he burst 
into an uncontrollable fit of laughter. 

I must confess that he made me shudder, especially as 
I remembered how much depended on our actions during 
the next twenty-four hours. 

Presently he became more grave, more cautious, and, 
when he had had his breakfast, started to get horses. 

“And what time may I expect you ? ” 

“T’'ll be dark at vive o’clock,” he said, like one musing 
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“little Eli ‘ll be ’ere by seven. Eli c’n zee, aw, iss, iss;” 
and then he went on talking to himself, uttering all sorts of 
wild ejaculations. 

“What do you mean by talking so strangely ? ” I said ; 
but he gave me no answer. 

“You watch, Maaster Jaspar,” he said significantly ; 
“watch. The Terzidders bean’t a-bait yet. Besides, 
there’s the 

“Priests all shaved, 
Clothed in black, 

Convent walls, 
Screws and rack.’ ” 

Then, as he leapt across the stream, he gave a curious 
cry, like the cry of a wild beast in pain. 

All through the day I kept out of sight. But nothing 
escaped my notice. I determined to be very careful, for 
Eli had caused me to have many suspicions. Twice only 
did I see any priests, and then I noticed that they talked 
eagerly to each other, as if something important engaged 
their attention. In the Manor House, however, all was 
silent as the grave. 

When five o’clock came my heart began to beat high 
with hope. I should soon see my loved one again, and take 
her to a place of safety. My many fears began to depart, 
too. I felt certain that no one suspected my plans, and 
that Naomi would be able to find her way to the bower. 

My hiding-place was in the sexton’s tool-house at the 
back of the church, and from here I could see the entrances 
to the house ; so, unless there was some subterranean way 
leading to Lanherne Manor, no one could come or go away 
without my notice. 

After the clock had struck five I went back to the inn. 
It was now dark, for the moon had not yet appeared, and 
the clouds hung heavily in the sky. While I was eating 
‘the beef-and-potato pasty which the landlady had provided 
for me, I thought I heard the sound of wheels, so I went to 
the door and listened intently ; but all seemed silent. I 
could not be quite sure, however, for the wind had risen, 
and wailed dismally among the trees which grew so plenti- 
fully in the valley. I went back and finished my meal, 
knowing that if I would bestrong I must not neglect my food. 
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When I had appeased my hunger I went to the door again. 
Having found the rope-ladder I had been making through 
the day, I prepared to make a survey of the house again. 
I fancied that Naomi might have some communication to 
make, now darkness had come, and so, eager for something 
to do, I wandered through the churchyard, and then walked 
up the road at the back of the house, near which another 
and smaller building had been reared. Still listening 
intently, I came to the tree which I had climbed in the 
early morning ; then I went to the place near which the 
bower had been built. I threw my rope-ladder on the wall, 
and climbed sufficiently high to have a view of the garden. 
Nothing rewarded my efforts, however, for I could neither 
see nor hear anything worthy of attention. 

I was about to get down again when I heard the neigh 
of a horse, followed by a man’s angry exclamation. I had 
scarcely time to consider what this meant when I heard a 
woman’s cry. 

With one leap I descended from the ladder, and then, 
instinctively freeing it from the masonry and stuffing it in 
my pocket, I ran towards the spot from whence the sound 
came. I reached the front of the old mansion, but could 
see nothing. Like one demented, I then ran to the entrance 
which I had noticed through the day, and which evidently 
was seldom used. Here I saw flickering lights, and heard 
the voice of the priest to whom I had spoken on the previous 
evening. 

“Neatly and safely done,” he said. ‘‘ The fellow is 
evidently a blockhead after all. I wasafraid that the neigh 
of the horse would give us trouble.” 

Excited beyond measure, I was about to cry out when 
I heard the sound of horses’ hoofs splashing in water, 
followed by a rumbling noise. 

“ They are crossing the brook!” I cried ; and, scarcely 
realizing what I did, I hurried thitherward. 

Now, Mawgan Church and Lanherne Manor House are 
situated in a fine wooded glen, On every hand are hills, 
so that no one can get away from the spot without hard 
climbing. It is true that one of the roads which runs 
north-west is less steep than the rest, but even that is diffi- 
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cult of ascent, especially for carriages. I comforted myself 
with this as I ran eagerly on. A few seconds later I saw 
the dark outline of what looked like an old family chariot. 
I did not consider the number of men that might be accom- 
panying the conveyance, nor did I remember that they 
would probably be armed, while I had no weapon of any 
sort save my own strong arms. 

The driver was urging the horses greatly, but, as I said, 
the hill was steep and the carriage was heavy. I came up 
to the carriage door, and, listening, I heard the sobbing of 
a woman’s voice and the stern tones of men. I was about 
to try and force open the carriage door, but I instinctively 
felt that, even if I could do so, it would be useless while 
the carriage was in motion ; for in spite of the hill the 
horses had been urged to their utmost speed. Still, with 
the heavy chariot behind them the steps were naturally 
short, and their speed comparatively slow. So I hurried 
on, and, looking up, saw two men sitting on the box, the 
coachman and another. 

_It would have been possible to have caught the horses” 
heads, and thus have brought them to a standstill ; but 
the sound of Naomi’s voice, pleading for help—for I felt 
sure it was hers—made me careful not to render myself 
powerless. I remembered then that doubtless the man 
beside the driver would carry horse-pistols, and, the 
moment I caught the reins, would shoot me down. 

So I determined to try another measure, more difficult 
perhaps to execute, but more effective if I were successful. 
Bending low by the horse’s side 1 came up on what farmers 
call the “‘ further side.” Then, hardening the muscles of 
my right arm and clenching my fist, I aimed a blow at the 
horse’s head close below the ear. The animal was pro- 
tected somewhat by the headgearing, and my strength had 
been lessened by my imprisonment and by the drugs which 
had been placed in my food ; still, the blow I gave was heavy, 
and the aim was sure. Hestopped fora moment, stunned ; 
then he fell heavily, snapping the pole that was placed be- 
tween himand the other horseasthough it had been a match. 

Instantly the men jumped down to see what was the 
matter, while I hurried to the carriage door. I had no 
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need to open it; this was done for me, and a man from 
within asked angrily what the trouble was. Before he 
could be answered | caught him and hurled him against the 
hedge-side as though he had been a child; and never did 
I feel so thankful as then that, although God had not given 
me a clever head, He had bestowed upon me a body stronger 
than that which is common among men. 

“Naomi, my love!” I gasped. 

“‘ Jaspar ! Oh, thank God!” It was Naomi’s voice, and 
my strength seemed trebled as I heard it. 

There was another man in the carriage, a priest, I think, 
but he seemed too frightened to offer any resistance. So 
I took her in my arms, and lifted her as though she were a 
baby ; then I ran down the hill, carrying my love. 

“Don’t trouble about the horses. Follow that fellow!” 
Iheardavoicesay. “I will give twenty guineas to the man 
who brings him back, alive or dead.” 

As I rushed on I heard a bullet whizz by me ; but it did 
no harm. At the same time it made me fearful. For 
myself I did not care, but my great strength could not pro- 
tect my darling against firearms ; besides, if I were smitten 
down what would become of her ? 

I heard footsteps behind me ; and then I realized that I 
should soon be between two fires, for I was running in the 
direction of Mawgan Church. The footsteps came closer 
to me, while angry voices with many oaths bade me stop ; 
but the black clouds which covered the sky kept them 
from taking anything like accurate aim. Besides, the lane 
was darker than the open countryside, owing to the high 
hedges which had been built on either side. Still, my 
position was dangerous, and I was about to leap over a gate 
which I saw close beside me, when I heard the sound of 
horses’ hoofs, evidently coming from another direction. 

“Can it be Eli?’ I thought. But I dared not shout, 
as by so doing I should assist my pursuers. There were 
four of them I knew ; possibly there might have been more. 

I was in sore straits, for by this time my strength was 
becoming spent ; and although I could not bear the thought 
of dropping my precious burden, her weight was a sore 
strain upon my already over-taxed muscles, 
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My heart gave a joyful leap, for I heard Eli’s whistle. 
It was a weird, unearthly sound, and was suggestive of 
spirits of darkness rather than of a human being. I ran 
in the direction of the sound. 

“ Eli, quick!’ I gasped ; then I heard the welcome click 
of horses’ feet again. 

“Maaster Jaspar, got purty maid? ” he said. 

“* Yes—her horse, Eli, her horse.”’ 

“Tis a fiery wawn. Be careful now!” 

“TI can ride any horse,” said Naomi eagerly: “ don’t 
fear for me.” 

We were now under the trees close to Mawgan Church. 
It was so dark that I could scarcely see my hand, and the 
rain began to fall heavily. 

I heard the voices of the men near me again. ‘‘ Which 
way are they gone? ’”’ one said; for there was a branch 
road near us. 

“Down to the left, past the kiddleywink,” came an 
answering cry. 

“No, up the hill, towards Mawgan Cross,” said some one 
else. 

By this time Naomi and Eli had mounted their horses. 
Then I heard a man’s shout. “Help! quick! The girl 
has been taken from us!” 

“Who by? Where?” This voice came from the 
direction of Lanherne House. 

“That big fool, Pennington. Where’s Tresidder ? 
Quick ! we shall get them!” 

“ Are the horses good, Eli ? ” I asked. 

“ Beauties,” grunted Eli; “reg’lar beauties. The purty 
maid shud knaw ’em; they come from Trevause.” 

“Is this my Nero? ” asked Naomi. 

The horse whinnied as she spoke; evidently he recog- 
nized her voice. 

“ Are you right, Eli? ” 

ce Iss.”’ 

“Ride quietly up the hill,” I said. ‘‘ Make no noise, if 
you can help it.” 

But the horses could not help making a noise, and the 
click of their ironed hoofs rang out plainly. 
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“ There ! they’ve got horses. Fetch out ours, quick!’ 

“Which way are they going? ” 

“Towards Carnanton Woods. Make haste.” 

Rapidly we rode up the hill towards Mawgan Cross, 
where there are four crossways, and which is perhaps a 
mile or more from Lanherne Manor House. 

‘“ Naomi,” I said, ‘‘ shall I take you to Trevose, or to a 
place of safety, many miles from here ? ” 

“She mustn’t go to Trevause,”’ remarked Eli. 

ce Why ? ” 

“ Richard Trezidder is there ; so es th’oull laady.” 

“ Tresidder’s mother ? ” 

« Iss.’ 

“How do you know? ” 

“I zeed ’er—zeed ’em both ”’ ; and Eli chuckled as though 
he vastly enjoyed himself. 

“He’s squire there,’ continued Eli. “‘ People zay that 
the purty maid es dead, and everything do come to he.” 

“Who told you this? ” 

“No time to tell ’ee now. They'll be foll’in’ we soon. 
Neck Trezidder es down to Mawgan.” 

“No, Jaspar ; let us not go where the Tresidders are. 
Anywhere but there.” 

I turned my horse’s head southward. 

“Then we'll go to Mullion,” I said. “ We can reach 
Truro by morning, and get refreshment there.” 

But another difficulty presented itself. I remembered 
I had no money. Eli had that morning paid the landlady 
at the kiddleywink at Mawgan for our food and lodgings. 
I said nothing about it ; but Eli, by that strange intuition 
which divined men’s thoughts, knew what was passing in 
my mind. 

“Plenty ov money, Maaster Jaspar ; plenty ov money.” 

“ How did you get it ?”” I asked. 

“Old man called Jonathan. Aw, aw!” 

“Did he give it to you?” 

“Iss, iss! He do ’ate the Terzidders. I tould un purty 
maid wadn’ dead ; tould un Maaster Jaspar takin’ ’er ’way 
—aw,aw!’’ And again the gnome laughed gleefully. 

“« Jonathan ? ” repeated Naomi. ‘ Did you see him ? ” 
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“Iss, I ded.” 

“ Tell me all about him—tell me.” 

“Wait till we git vew miles vurder on; then I tell ’ee 
everything.” 

We had already lost too much valuable time in discus- 
sion. So putting our horses to their utmost speed we rode 
several miles in silence, save that Naomi asked me many 
times if I were sure I was not hurt, and assured me that she 
was perfectly well and happy. And this filled my heart 
with gladness, for I knew by her questions that the dear 
maid loved me, and felt no fear when I was with her. This 
to me was wonderful ; for who was I that she should love 
me? Ah! but no one can describe the joy that surged 
within me; for the greater my unworthiness, the more 
happiness did the knowledge of her love give. In many 
respects we were strangers, for we had met only a few times, 
as all readers of this history know. But love laughs at the 
ways of men ; and, as she told me afterwards, although she 
dared not tell me so when I saw her in Pennington kitchen 
or in Falmouth town, she loved me even in my degradation 
and poverty. 

That long, hard ride through the dark night, even 
although I had not slept the night before, did not fatigue 
me at all. I was strengthened by her presence; I was 
inspired by the object I had in view. Sometimes, as we 
went up steep hills and therefore had tolessen our speed, 
I had to reach forth my hand and take hers in mine to assure 
myself that I was not dreaming. Everything seemed too 
good to be true. 

Presently, however, I began to see many difficulties, for 
I determined that Naomi should have her rights, and that 
she should not be robbed as I had been robbed. Besides, 
I still remembered my promise to my father, and vowed 
that I, Jaspar Pennington, would possess my own, if only 
for my dear love’s sake. Then, as I thought of my past 
impotence, my heart grew heavy again in spite of my joy. 

Isaw that I must begin to act at once, and I determined to 
go to my old friend, Lawyer Trefry, when I got to Truro, 
and to consult him as to my future plans. 

Then I remembered that Eli had not yet related his 

N 


194 THE BIRTHRIGHT 


experiences at Trevose, nor had Naomi described what had 
happened to her at Lanherne. So, hearing no sound of 
pursuers, and having reached the turnpike road two miles 
beyond Summercourt, I asked them to tell me all there was 
to tell, so that I might be able to fight my enemies fairly. 


CHAPTER XXI 


LI told his story first. With many strange ejacula- 
tions and gesticulations he related how he had sought 
out Jonathan Cowling, the old man who had so often visited 
me while I had been a prisoner at Trevose, and how, with 
much cunning, he had persuaded him to be communica- 
tive. Jonathan told him that a messenger had brought a 
letter in Naomi’s writing, asking him to protect her from 
me by taking me prisoner, and that he would serve her 
greatly by guarding me. He told Eli, too, how his sus- 
picions had been aroused, especially when, after the news 
came of Naomi’s death, the Tresidders came and seemed 
anxious to say as little as possible. Richard Tresidder 
told him Naomi had died of a disease that necessitated her 
immediate burial, and that no doctor had been able to visit 
her. This set the old man a-wondering greatly, and thus 
it came about that when Eli told his story he was anxious 
to render him what assistance lay in his power. Especially 
was Jonathan delighted at the news of my safety, for he 
did not see how I could have escaped from Trevose alive, 
even although Nick Tresidder had failed to overcome me 
in the secret cave. Heassured him, moreover, that Richard 
Tresidder had taken up his abode at Trevose, and claimed 
to be the owner of the estate according to the conditions 
of Mrs. Penryn’s will. 

All this Eli told me, with many other things which need 
not be mentioned here; and after this Naomi related her 
experiences. Her story confirmed in almost every detail 
what I had surmised. Her life at Pennington had been 
one long series of persecutions after the time she had borne 
witness before my judges that I was innocent of carrying 
a false light along the coast. Shetold me,too, that after 
she had absolutely refused to marry Nick Tresidder, their 
one desire seemed to be to induce her to take the veil. She 


THE BIRTHRIGHT 195 


was sorely tempted to yield to their wishes, especially after 
the man from Trevose came, telling her I was dead; and 
presently, when a priest came, she lent a willing ear to his 
persuasions, and promised to go to a house which was in 
many ways regarded as an institution for novitiates. 
Papers were brought to her; but although she was much 
distracted, she did not think she had signed any of impor- 
tance. She understood from the priest that on taking 
the veil her property would pass into the possession of the 
Church, although she gathered from scraps of conversation 
which she had heard that Tresidder and the priests were 
arranging the matter between them. 

With regard to her experiences at Lanherne, she assured 
me that she had been treated with great kindness, and, 
while not allowed outside the grounds, she had comparative 
liberty within them. She believed that although the lord 
of the manor was an ardent Catholic, and had practically 
given up the house to the use of the Catholic clergy, he would 
not be a party to anything wrong. The priests had told 
her that they had seen the meeting between her and myself 
in the garden and this had determined them to take her 
to a convent on the Continent immediately. 

It was early morning when we arrived at Truro, and we 
determined to stay at a good inn there, which was, and is 
still known as The Royal. The owner looked at us 
somewhat suspiciously, but, when he saw that we were 
well mounted, asked no questions. It was now two nights 
since I had had any sleep, while Naomi was much fatigued ; 
so after breakfast we lay down for a few hours, and then 
I paid a visit to Lawyer Trefry. 

Mr. Trefry was startled at what I told him, and seemed 
much interested in my own experiences as well as in 
Naomi’s. — 

“ They are a clever lot, these Tresidders,” he said approv- 
ingly. “‘ As I told you long ago, they never leave a bone 
until it is picked clean.” 

‘ But have they not put themselves within reach of the 
law?” I asked. 

“Not they.” 

“Not in imprisoning me?” 
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“If you prove it was they. Can you find any one to 
give evidence that they took you from Falmouth ? ” 

“* And what of Mistress Penryn ? ”’ I asked. 

“There is no case there, Jaspar Pennington. Richard 
Tresidder is the young woman’s guardian until she is twenty- 
one, and, as far as I can see, you can prove nothing illegal 
against him. Indeed, he has a case against you, for you 
have forcibly taken her from those under whose protection 
she had been placed by his and her own consent. Mind, 
I donot think he will proceed against you publicly, because 
he would not care for the matter to be discussed openly ; 
but if you sought to-prosecute, he might be able to answer 
all your accusations.” 

“But what about his statement that she was dead ? 
What of him taking possession of Trevose ? What of the 
priest’s endeavour to destroy her identity ? ”’ 

“Doubtless these are serious questions ; but trust Tre- 
sidder and the priests to find excuses. For that matter, 
we must remember that the man is her guardian still, and 
has practically the right to place her where he will. If 
he were to come to the inn where she is staying, and demand 
that she shall go with him, he would have the law onhisside.”’ 

I was silent, for I saw that he was speaking the truth. 

“Your plan, as far as I can see, is to place her in 
seclusion and safety until she is twenty-one ; then shecan 
claim her own. Meanwhile, my lad, you keep out of 
sight, for you are not safe. If I were you I would leave 
the country ; while the farther Miss Penryn is removed 
from the Tresidders the better, for no doubt you are right 
in all your surmises about them.” 

His words made me for the moment feel helpless, and I 
cursed the family who had been my enemies. 

“ There is no need of all that, Jaspar, my lad,”’ said the 
lawyer grimly. ‘‘ Neither Richard Tresidder nor his son 
are much worse than many others who might be in their 
place. It was natural for the woman who married your 
grandfather to seek to do well for her son; it was 
natural, too, that they should seek to maintain the posi- 
tion they secured. You are the one man they have to fear, 
consequently it is reasonable to suppose that they should 
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protect themselves against you. It is generally understood 
that Tresidder is in a sad way financially ; he is therefore 
trying, and naturally, too, to save himself through his ward. 
If she had fallen in love with Nick, all would have been well 
with him; but she hasn’t. Instead, she falls in love 
with you. Oh, you needn’t blush, my lad; I can see 
how things stand. Very well; Tresidder sees that if she 
marries you, you will be owner of Trevose, and will thus 
be able, under your grandfather’s curious will, to oust 
him from Pennington. He is naturally fighting for his 
hand—ay, and will to the end. You may call him a villain 
if you like, but his course is almost natural. The fact is, 
the old lady was, and is, ambitious for her family ; and 
all of them love money—dearly love it. This explains 
their actions. Mark, I will admit that the whole lot of 
them have stained their honour to get their way, but 
not more than most others would have done had they been 
similarly circumstanced.” 

Mr. Trefry walked up and down his office as he said this, 
and seemed to be speaking partly to himself, partly to me. 

“ But I have no money,” I said, “‘ nor has Naomi. How 
can I do as you suggest ? ” 

“That shall be forthcoming if you will do as I suggest,” 
he replied. “I will find a safe retreat for the young lady 
—at least, I will try—although my name must not appear 
in the matter. Of course, it will take a week or two; in 
the meantime you could, perhaps, arrange for a safe 
hiding-place, for I dare not let her stay at my house, much 
as I would like.” 

“ And until Naomi is twenty-one ? ” I asked. 

“Tresidder will be the nominal owner of Trevose. It 
cannot be helped. I don’t think he will do anything very 
rash ; in any case it seems to be the only arrangement for 
the present. Inthe meanwhile I will consider the matter 
more carefully, and what can be done shall be done.” 

I suggested many other things, but I did not succeed in 
altering Mr. Trefry’s opinions. 

After I had left him, although I could not help seeing 
that he had uttered many wise words, I was far from satis- 
fied with his plans. True, Naomi had promised to be my 
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wife, but my whole nature revolted at the thought of becom- 
ing entirely dependent on her income, while my rightful 
possessions had been robbed from me. Thus, although the 
lawyer had told me to leave the county, so as to ensure my 
safety until Naomi came of age, I determined that I would 
stay and seek to get back my own. 

It was dark when we left Truro, for I did not think it 
wise to travel in the day. I took the precaution, however, 
to buy a brace of pistols in the town. This I was able to 
do by means of the money which Eli had obtained from 
Jonathan Cowling, the old serving man at Trevose. 

By the following morning we had reached Mullion Porth, 
and without difficulty found the house of Mrs. Mary Cran- 
tock. Indeed, we found Tamsin standing in the little 
green-painted porch, as if she expected us. 

Now, I must confess that I felt uneasy at being obliged 
to resort to this means of finding a temporary home for my 
love. I was afraid lest Tamsin Truscott should betray me. 
But I did not see what else I could do. 

I found Mrs. Crantock to be an exceedingly pious 
woman. She had been very religiously inclined previous 
to Mr. Wesley’s visit to Cornwall, and since then her reli- 
gion had become more pronounced. Her great aim in 
life seemed to be to make people believe in the Methodist 
doctrines and to become converted according to the ideas 
of those wonderful people. She had found out through 
Tamsin that the young lady I was seeking to rescue was 
brought up a Papist, and this caused her to be eager to give 
her a home. First, because she was anxious to know the 
distinctive doctrines of the Papists ; and, second, because 
she would have an opportunity of, to use her own terms, 
“‘ snatching a brand from the burning.” 

The great thing that comforted me, however, was the 
fact that she seemed desirous of making my love safe and 
comfortable ; for I determined that I would not stay at 
Mullion Porth, but take immediate steps to see if what 
Eli had told me about the buried treasure was true. 

Two hours after she had been welcomed at Mrs. Cran- 
tock’s, therefore, [left the house. It was terribly hard for me 
to tear myself away from my love, especially as she clung 
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fondly to me, as her only protector. How gladly I would 
have stayed with her, God only knows; but for the sake 
of my little maid’s good name, as well as for many other 
reasons, I dared not. 

When I bade her good-bye, however, I saw Tamsin 
watching us; the look on her face almost made me doubtful, 
and at that moment I repented bringing Naomi to Mullion 
Cove. It was toolatetodraw back now, however ; besides, 
I was powerless. 

One of the difficulties which confronted me after I had 
left was what to do with the horses, and Eli and I had a 
conversation as to the course we should pursue concerning 
them. While we talked, Tamsin came to us. 

“‘ Mr. Jaspar,”’ she said, “can I help you? ” 

“You are very good, Tamsin,” I said; “ I am afraid you 
could not. I want to send these horses back to Trevose, 
and I know not how it is to be done.” 

“Even a sister may be useful,” she said, in tones 
which I could not understand. 

I looked at her questioningly. 

“‘T will see that the horses are taken to Trevose,” she 
said quietly. 

“How, Tamsin ? ” 

““T have many means. My father has many men who 
will do anything for me.” 

“‘ Could it be done without letting the Tresidders know ? ” 
I asked eagerly. 

“Why not? They could be taken to an inn at St. 
Columb or Padstow, and then the man who goes with them 
could take a note to Jonathan Cowling you spoke about, 
telling him where the horses are.” 

I thought over this plan; then I thanked her for her 
kindness. She did not reply to my words, however, but 
instead kept her eyes on the ground, as though she were 
thinking. 

* Will you arrange this, Tamsin ? ” I said presently. 
_ “Yes, I will arrange it.’ 

' “So that neither your mihier nor the Tresidders shal} 
suspect anything ? ” 

“Yes; it shall be done.” 
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Then I went away, pondering at Tamsin’s behaviour; 
for although she seemed to be kind I could not understand 
her. 


CHAPTER XXII 


E had not proceeded many miles before I saw a party 

of horsemen coming towards us. All of them 

seemed strange to me, but I fancied by the look on Eli’s 
face that he had recognized them. 

“ Ugh!” he grunted, “ ther’s zummin’ up!” 

sé Why ? ”» 

“‘ Squire Terzidder and the maazed man.” 

A few minutes later I saw that he was right. I saw too, 
from their manner, that they had something of importance 
to communicate. But what astonished me most was to 
see my friend Lawyer Trefry with them, and to note that 
he was talking in an eager yet friendly way. 

““We have come to seek you, Jaspar Pennington,” he 
said, when I came up. “ Where is Mistress Naomi Penryn? ”’ 

My heart sank like lead. Naomi’s hiding-place would 
quickly be discovered, and all my struggles and hopes would 
be in vain. Still, I determined to hold out as long as pos- 
sible. 

“What do I know about Mistress Naomi Penryn? ” 
I said, like one in anger, “and by what right do you 
inquire ? ”’ 

“ By this right, Jaspar Pennington,” said the stranger 
whom I have called the madman of Bedruthan Steps. “I 
am John Penryn. Iam her father!” 

I started as though I had seen a ghost. 

= owls boeried 7 ac yore 

“Yes, young man,” he said quietly, and I noticed the 
change that had come over him. The mad look from his 
eyes had gone, and instead there was an expression of 
yearning sadness. He was attired quietly and neatly, too, 
as a gentleman should be, and he looked at me steadily, 
as though he would read what was in my heart. I recog- 
nized now what I could not explain before. When I 
had first seen him, I felt that his face was familiar to me 
—TI knew not why. Now I saw that he was as like Naomi 
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as it was possible for a man of fifty to be like a maid of less 
than twenty. 

“ But Naomi’s father committed suicide!” I cried. 

“No,” he said, “no, Jaspar Pennington. I fled the 
country. For years I have——’ Then he stopped sud- 
denly. ‘‘Itis not for me to explain to you,” he concluded, 
somewhat haughtily I thought. 

His tone angered me. “ But for me,” I cried, ‘‘ Naomi 
would either be killed or taken away, and without me you 
can never find her.” 

“Foolishness, Jaspar,’’ said Lawyer Trefry quietly ; 
and then he pointed to a man who had been riding by the 
stranger’s side. ‘‘ You know who that is, I expect?” he 
continued. 

“Do you say he is your old master? ” I asked. For I 
Saw it was the old man whom I called Jonathan, and who 
I was sure was an honest man. 

“IT do say so,” he replied joyfully. “I recognized him 
directly I saw him’’; and then he related many things 
which I need not here set down. 

“There can be no doubt aboutit, Jaspar,” said Lawyer 
Trefry, after many questions had been asked and answered. 
““ When they came to me first I was as incredulous as you, 
but he has given such absolute proofs that it would be 
foolish to think of contesting.” 

At this I heard Richard Tresidder give a grunt of satis- 
faction. 

“ That is why,” continued Lawyer Trefry, ‘‘ I consented 
to take the party to Mullion. I felt I had no right to plead 
ignorance under the circumstances.” 

“If I had known you would betray me I would not have 
told you I intended taking her to Mullion,” I cried angrily. 

“T did it for your good, Jaspar,”’ said the lawyer. ‘‘ Now 
guide us to the house.” 

I was too excited to think coherently. What I had heard 
had come so much asasurprise to me that my brain was all 
of a whirl. 

“Do as you’m tould,” grunted Eli, who stood by my 
side all the time. 

“ Yes, do as you are told,” repeated Richard Tresidder, 
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** and be thankful to Mr. Penryn that you are not to be tried 
at the next assizes for what you have done ”’ ; and then he 
looked at the man who called himself Naomi’s father in such 
a way that I knew instinctively what dark stories he had 
been telling about me. 

“‘ Besides, if you do not show us, we shall find her with- 
out you,” he continued. ‘‘ Come. It isno use being foolish.” 

The man’s brazen assurance was hard to withstand, and 
in my bewilderment I forgot to accuse him of his evil inten- 
tions towards Naomi. So, after some delay, and much 
useless conversation, I consented ; for in spite of myself 
my heart went out to John Penryn, so eager was the look 
of yearning in his eyes. 

For a mile or so I walked along in dogged silence ; then 
I called Lawyer Trefry to my side. 

“You are sure there is no deception about all this? ” 
I said. ‘‘ You are certain this is not another trick of 
Richard Tresidder’s ? ”’ 

“Perfectly sure, Jaspar. I have taken every precau- 
tion. Believe me, I have acted for the best. Surely it is 
better for you todeal with John Penryn than with Tresidder.”’ 

“‘T expect Tresidder has poisoned the man’s mind against 
me,” I replied sullenly. “‘ Doubtless, too, he has explained 
his own actions satisfactorily ? ” 

“‘T have tried to tell of you as you really are,” replied 
Mr. Trefry. 

“And he believed you? ” 

The lawyer was silent for some time ; thenhe went on: 
“You see, soon after you left Bedruthan, Mr. Penryn dis- 
covered the truth.” 

“What truth ? ” 

“That his wife did not die as he had thought.” 

After this he described, as far as he knew it, the meeting 
between John Penryn and Richard Tresidder, and told of 
the explanations which the latter gave in relation to his 
treatment of Naomi; but I did not pay much heed, for I 
was almost distracted by the strange event which had 
happened. Besides, I knew that my enemy was so clever 
that he could easily deceive Naomi’s father, and make his 
conduct appear kind and exemplary. 
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Presently we arrived at the house of Mrs. Crantock ; 
but I would not go in—I felt I could not. 

And so of the meeting between Naomi and her father I 
saw nothing, neither did I hear anything of the explana- 
tions that were made, until after. I have been told that 
John Penryn was alone with her for more than an hour, 
and related the history of his life to his daughter in so far 
as it was right for her to know it. I discovered, too, that 
Jonathan and Lawyer Trefry proved to her beyond a doubt 
that the man who had come to her was her father, with 
many other things which I need not here set down. 

All this time I waited near the house, while Eli tried to 
comfort me ; but I paid little heed to his words. My mind 
was too much filled with the events of the day, and the 
course I had determined to take. 

Presently John Penryn appeared. He said that for the 
present Naomi should go to Pennington, and when his 
claims were legally settled he should take her to Trevose. 

At this juncture I told him I wished to speak with him 
alone ; and aftersome little hesitation he walked with me a 
little distance from the house. 

“Mr. Penryn,” I said to him, “ you know that I love 
Mistress Naomi, who you say is your daughter ? ” 

He nodded. 

“T hope I have not acted unworthily of my love,” I went 
on. 
“T do not know,” he said doubtfully. ‘‘ Be assured that 
I shall make careful inquiries ; but as yet Isee no reason to 
doubt Richard Tresidder, who has told me of his endea- 
vours to do the best for my child. At present everything is 
very confused, because many strange events have suddenly 
taken place. A great change has come over my life. 
Everything is different. For years I have been but I 
need not speak of that now”; and he passed the palm of 
his hand nervously across his forehead. 

“Mr. Penryn,’ I said, ‘‘ I love Mistress Naomi Penryn, 
and she loves me. We are betrothed.” 

‘“ That is all past now.” But he did not say this like a 
man in anger. 

“No, it is not all past. You cannot change our love. 
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Think as you will, but she was in the hands of those who 
sought to do her harm “4 

“T tell you I shall inquire into all these things,” he inter- 
rupted. “ What more do you wish to say ? ”’ 

“« At any rate you believe I love her—love her truly ? ”’ 

“ Many things have been told me concerning you which 
will need explanation,’ he said. “ Your career has not 
been that of a man with whom I would like to trust my 
daughter. It is true by your own account you have tried 
to render Naomi a service, although I have been told that 
my child wasin no danger whatever. Mr. Tresidder had to 
protect her from you, because you schemed to marry her, 
and thus obtain her fortune.” 

“‘ Tresidder has been poisoning your mind against me,” 
I cried hotly. “‘ He is a base liar.” 

“‘T do not wish to be unjust,” he said quietly, ‘‘ but what 
have you done to prove yourself worthy of being my child’s 
husband, besides engaging in some very questionable 
exploits ? Supposing I give you credit for being sincere 
in trying to help her; suppose the Tresidders were her 
enemies, as you assert ; suppose she loves you as you say ;— 
are you acting honourably inseeking to marry her? Youdonot 
possess a penny. You have no home in which toplaceher.”’ 

“ But if I win back Pennington,” I cried— “‘if I gain 
sufficient to fulfil the conditions of my grandfather’s will— 
what then?” 

“ By lawful, honest means ? ” he suggested. 

““ By lawful, honest means,” I repeated. ‘‘ If I do this, 
will you consent for Naomi to be my wife ? ” 

“You have done nothing as yet, although your father 
has been years dead.” 

“Tf I do it within a year ? ”’ I cried. 

“How can you do it?” 

‘If Taccomplish my purpose honourably within a year,” 
I repeated, “ will you grant my request ? ” 

He stood watching me for I should think a minute, and 
his eyes looked as though they would pierce my brain. 

“ Prove yourself worthy within a year,”’ he said at length, 
“and then come to me again. I cannot say more now, for 
I have many things to consider.” 
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“ And meanwhile, you will not force her to marry Nick 
Tresidder ? ” I cried hotly. 

“T will force my child in no way,” he said ; ‘“‘ but prove 
yourself worthy, come to me as an honest man with a home 
to offer her such as she has been accustomed to, and I will 
not turn a deaf ear to you.” 

With this I was obliged to be content, for he would not 
promise more. Indeed, I afterwards learnt that but for 
what Naomihad said to him he would not have listened to 
me at all, so much had Richard Tresidder embittered him 
against me. He would not allow me to see my love, nor 
would he consent to my paying her a visit, until I had won 
a right to speak. 

““Go and do something worthy of my child,” he cried, 
almost angrily. “‘ You claim to be strong and brave—you 
claim to love her. Show it by deeds, man.” 

I went away with a heavy heart, for all things had turned 
out differently from what I had expected. The fact, that 
the strange man of Bedruthan Steps was my love’s father 
was unreal to me, and the many other things I had heard 
(besides those which I have here set down) made me almost 
incapable of action. 

For a long time I did not speak, neither did I notice Eli, 
who trudged by my side. I hada vague remembrance of my 
purposes, prior to the circumstances I have related; but now, 
although I walked northward, I had no definite idea why. 

Presently, however, I began to be aroused from my 
lethargy. I recollected the treasure, and John Penryn’s 
words made me more than ever eager to try and find it. 

“Turn this way, Maaster Jaspar,” grunted Eli. 

“Why?” I asked. ‘“‘ We must keep as far inland as 
possible, or we shall meet Cap’n Jack’s gang.” 

“e No.”’ 

“Why?” ITasked. ‘‘ We must be very careful. If there’s 
anything in this story of yours I must know the truth of it. 
Come on to St. Eve. Let us not waste a moment.” 

“You want to vind Granfer’s d’reckshuns I reckon,’’ 
said Eli—‘‘ want to vind ’em more than ever now.” 

“Yes, yes,” I cried. 

“T knaw, I knaw,” said the dwarf meaningly. ‘‘I zee 
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et oal. We must git ’em, and we will. Trust little Eli. 
Come this way.” 

“ But they are at St. Eve are they not ? ” 

‘““No, no. Little Eli knaw’d better’n that ;’’ and he 
laughed like one tickled. “I ’ada’ard job,” he continued, 
“but I did et, iss I did et, and nobody do knaw.”’ 

“What do you mean, Eli? ”’ I asked; for I did not 
understand him. 

“Cap’n Jack do think ’e’s awful clever, ’e do. ’E do 
zay ’e can vind out everything. But ’e dedn’ reckon ’pon 
poor little Eli. Little Eli knawed he’d be allays at maw- 
ther. He ded think the d’reckshuns was cloase to Granfer’s 
Caave. Zo they wos, but Eli took ’em to a plaace ovver 
by Kynance Cove. Aw, aw!” 

“‘ Then they are near Cap’n Jack’s house ? ” 

“Iss, iss. Cloase by.” 

“ And what are we to do?” 

“ Git cloase to the Cove, then lop round till dark. After 
that, little Eli ‘ll tell ’ee.” 

“But why did you take the papers there ? ”’ 

“People do look everywhere ’cipt cloase by their own 
doors. Little Eli edn’ a fool!” 

Now, I must confess that all this talk about the buried 
treasure became very foolish to me at this time. AsI have 
said, there were so many tales when I was a boy about such 
things that folk took but little heed. Still, I determined 
to make the most of Eli’s knowledge, for if what he suspected 
were true I should be able to buy back Pennington at once. 

When darkness came on, we made our way across Good- 
hilly Downs and came down to the Cove when the tide was 
at its ebb. I saw Captain Jack’s house in the distance, 
by means of a light which shone from the window, and could 
not help thinking of the morning when I first saw it, and 
of the circumstances under which I came thither. Only 
a little more than a year had passed away since then, and 
yet it seemed ages. 

“We must be very careful, Eli,” Isaid. ‘If Iam caught 
by Captain Jack’s gang I am a dead man.”’ 

“All right,” grunted Eli. ‘‘ You'll not be see’d. I'll 
take care o’ that. Come after me.” 
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He led the way down a beaten track until we came to a 
deep gorge, by which we were completely hidden. 

When we had reached the bottom of the gorge I stopped 
suddenly. 

“I heard a noise, Eli,” I whispered. ‘‘ Stop—listen ! ”” 

We stopped ; but all was silent. No wind blew, and so 
every sound was easily heard. I ran up the path 
again, and looked around. The moon had not yet risen, 
but the night was clear. Still, I could see nothing. 

“‘Maaster Jaspar es feartened,” sneered Eli. ‘‘ Come on.” 

I followed him again, and had scarcely reached the beach 
when a sound like the crack of a musket reached our ears. 

“ The devil es blawin’ hes billies* to-night,” laughed 
Eli. 

Now, as all the world knows, the devil is supposed to 
wander much among the caves in Kynance Cove. Per- 
haps this is owing to many of the strange sounds heard 
there. In one of the caves a terrible hissing sound may 
be heard, which is called the “‘ Devil’s Frying-Pan ” ; in 
another is a deep hole, from which a vapour comes forth, 
and this is called the “ Devil’s Punch-Bowl.” It is also 
said that he walks in bodily form among the rocks, and 
makes great noises with his bellows. 

“We needn’ fear Cap’n Jack’s gang to-night,”’ laughed 
Eli. 

se Why ? a”? 

“They never come near ’ere when th’oull Sir Nick is 
blowin’ hes billies by night.” 

I remembered the stories I had heard when I lived among 
them, and believed he told the truth. 

“IT shuddn’ like to zee th’ oull chap hisself,” grunted Eli, 
with a laugh. “I shuddn’ mind, though. We cud git 
our way ef he wos to come. We cud jist sell ourselves to 
un, and then you’d bait the Terzidders aisy.”’ 

I did not reply, for a great dread laid hold of me. Besides, 
the sight of Eli, as he made his way between the rocks, 
grunting and making all sorts of weird noises, was enough 
to make one’s blood run cold. 


* Bellows. 
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“Remember, Eli,’’ I said, ‘everything must be clear 
andright. I’ll have no dealings with darkness, mind that.” 

But Eli made no answer, except to go on jabbering as 
though he were mad. 

“Tes a good job the tide es out,” he grunted presently. 

ce Why ? ” 

“We cudden git in the Devil’s Church else.” 

“‘ What have we to do with the Devil’s Church ? ” 

“The d’reckshuns be there;’”’ and he laughed in his 
strange, guttural way. 

As I have said, being better educated than most of the 
Cornish folk I had been led to disbelieve many of the foolish 
stories told ; but I shuddered at the idea of going here. For 
first of all it was very difficult to reach, and could only be 
entered when the tide was out; and it was, moreover, 
reputed to be accursed ground. Here shipwrecked sailors 
had been lured by inviting lights and welcome sounds, and 
here they had met their doom. 

“T’ll not go there, Eli,’”’ I said. 

“Don’t be a vool, Jaspar Pennington,” snarled Eli. 
““ We sh’ll be saafe there. Nobody will disturb us. I put 
et there, I ded.’’ 

I saw that the dwarf was much excited, and. I followed 
him without another word. We climbed over many slip- 
pery, dangerous rocks, and then walked over the grass- 
grown summits of a small island. Then we slowly de- 
scended on the south side of the cliffs. Neither of us spoke, 
for we were in great danger. Below us, many feet down, 
were great jagged rocks, at whose feet the frothy waves 
leaped. 

“How much farther ? ” I asked. 

“ Here we be,” grunted Eli; and he disappeared. 

The next minute I found myself in a roomy cavern. 

“Wait, and I'll get a light,” cried Eli, feeling in his 
pockets. 

I heard a strange, whizzing noise, and then something 
struck against my face, and I heard a screech in the dark- 
ness outside. 

“ This es the Devil’s Church,” grunted Eli, “ and ’tes ’ere 
i’ve put the d’reckshuns.” 
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CHAPTER XXIII 


HE cave called The Devil’s Church is little known, 

and yet it is larger than any of the caverns in Ky- 

nance Cove. Strangely enough, too, it is shaped like a 

church. Even the entrance looks as though it might have 

been fashioned by the hands of men. It was perfectly dry, 

for the sea never entered it except at very high tides, and 

even then the water was never known to reach the roof. 

It was, moreover, seldom visited, for, as I have before stated, 

in addition to its evil name, it was extremely difficult to 
reach. 

“You say you’ve put the papers here ? ”’ I said to Eli. 

“Iss. ’Ere, stoop down, and laive me git top yer back.” 

I stooped down, and the dwarf climbed on my shoulders. 

“ Aw,” laughed Eli. ‘‘ Ther’ now, hould yerself stiddy, 
and I'll take et out.” 

He felt along the roof of the cavern, and presently gave 
a cry of satisfaction. 

-“Tve got et, Jaspar, I’ve got et. ’Tes oal ’ere—Pen- 
nington, and the purty maid. Aw, aw!” 

With that I let him down on the floor, and saw that he 
held something in his hand. 

““ Now then, let’s see it!’ Icried; for in my eagerness I 
had forgotten all my ghostly fears. 

“Come ’ere to a lew plaace,” said Eli; “this'll do. I'll 
hould the candle while you raid.” 

The packet which he had taken from a hole in the cave 
was covered with some kind of skin, and was carefully sewn 
with strong twine. I took my knife from my pocket and 
was about to cut it open, when I looked around. The can- 
dle which Eli held partially lit up the cave, sufficiently, 
indeed, to enable me to see nearly every part of it. A 
moment later I had started to my feet and seized the pistol 
which I had bought at Truro; but my hand became nerveless. 

Close to me, not ten feet away, I fancied I saw that which 
turned my blood to ice. It seemed a creature fashioned in 
the likeness of a man, and yet its eyes shone as I had never 
seen human eyes shine, and the face was terrible to look 


upon. 
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A mist arose before me, and my senses seemed to depart. 
For a minute or more I was ignorant of what passed. 

“You be a vool, Jaspar,”’ I heard Eli say. 

“What is it?” I asked. ‘‘ Where is it gone? ” 

“‘Dunnaw, dunnaw. We'll go out.” 

I hurried out of the cave, forgetful of the purpose for 
which we came, and I did not rest until I reached the 
mainland. 

‘“This is terrible, Eli,’’ I said. 

The dwarf laughed. 

“T ’spect it was granfer’s ghost,” he laughed. ‘“ But 
what of that? He edn’ goin’ to stop we.” 

“He has stopped us.” 

“Not a bit of it. I’ve got the d’reckshuns ’ere. I bean’t 
a vool ef you be.” 

I hurried on, for I was fearful of the dead; and yet 
at each step I felt more glad that Eli had taken the papers. 
All the time Eli kept close to my heels, sometimes laughing 
at my fears, and at others grumbling with me. Presently 
I seemed to see things in a new light. Wasn’t this appari- 
tion merely the creature of my own imagination? Had 
I not conjured up the spectre myself ? 

“Eli,” I said presently, trying to be brave, “‘ you are 
right: lama fool. That thing was nothing but my fancy.” 

“ Aw, aw!” laughed Eli. 

“Come!” I said; there’s a furze-cutter’s hut here 
somewhere; I saw it as we crossed the downs to-day. 
Let us go and read the papers.” 

“Tha’s yer soarts,” replied Eli. ‘‘ Ere we be.” 

With that we found our way toa hut which some one had 
built as a temporary shelter, and a few minutes later Eli 
had lit another candle. The wind, which had risen, howled 
across Goonhilly Downs, on which the hut was built ; but 
the place was sufficiently sheltered to allow the candle to 
burn steadily. 

2 Ss tes !”’ cried Elieagerly. ‘‘ Raid, Maaster Jaspar, 
raid |” 

A nervous dread again laid hold of me asI took the thing 
in my hands ; but, mastering my weakness, I cut the threads 
and a few minutes later I had smoothed out several pieces 
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of paper which were covered with writing. I had not been 
reading long before I discovered that I had formed altogether 
wrong impressions of Granfer Fraddam, and that the 


directions would be entirely different from what I expected. 


That which was written, moreover, was not the work of 
an ignorant person, but one who had evidently paid some 
attention to learning. The document lies before me as I 
write, and the following is, with but a very few corrections 
in spelling, a correct copy— 


“T Eli Fraddam, knowing I have but a short time to 
live, and having discovered a very important secret, desire 
before I die to write down certain facts in relation thereto. 
It is my will, however, that my daughter Betsey, for whom 
I write, shall seekto make use of what I shall here indicate 
only in case of dire necessity, neither shall she allow any 
one to read this except there be reasons that are beyond 
ordinary importance. If, however, any absolute necessity 
occurs, or if any wrong can be righted by means of great 
wealth, I authorize her to make use of the information I 
amabout to writedown. At the present, while many believe 
I have knowledge of a treasure, the impression is that it 
consists of foreign money which was obtained by me during 
the time I was living an unlawful life, for which (if such 
as I can obtain it) may God grant me forgiveness. I have 
encouraged this belief because it has turned the attention 
of curious people from the truth. So far have I kept my 
secret that even Betsey has no inkling of the exact con- 
dition of things, nor is my son, who is called Jack Truscott, 
and who was born out of wedlock, wiser than she. I have 
also told Betsey by word of mouth that she shall not show 
this writing to him, nor tell him about it, except under 
such circumstances as I have mentioned. Moreover, if 
any one, other than members of my own family, should 
read these lines, and shall use the information I give, 
except for purposes that shall be righteous and necessary, 
may my curses rest uponhim. The reasons for this shall be 
told presently. 

“ The history of that about which I have to tell I will 
relate as farasI amable. A story has been handed down 


212 THE BIRTHRIGHT 


through many generations, although few have paid 
attention to it, that great quantities of mineral were at 
one time buried in the parish of St. Eve—that in the far 
back past, when the Cornish people were attacked by the 
Saxons, a number of miners, fearing their wealth would be 
taken away by the enemy, buried quantities of tin, also 
much silver and gold. It has also been told that these 
miners were all slain by the Saxons, and that their know- 
ledge of the spot where they had buried all this wealth, 
died with them. 

“‘ Years ago, I was eager to obtain riches, which eagerness 
led to the lawless life which for many years I lived. While 
I was at sea, I sailed under the command of old Richy 
Cundy, who was, I think, the child of the devil by nature, 
and who, after I had made him promises so terrible that I 
dare not describe them, taught me many secrets, by the 
knowledge of which I have done things which have gained 
for me the reputation of being a wizard. Whether I am 
a wizard evenI myself am ignorant, although I have seen 
and done things which I cannot explain. For many years 
I led the life of a pirate, without gaining riches, and then, 
having narrowly escaped being caught by the King’s men 
and hanged, I determined to end my days in my native 
parish of St. Eve, gaining my living by fishing, or perhaps a 
little smuggling, which is of course pardonable, seeing that 
so many godly people engage in it. 

“T had not lived in my parish long when a great desire 
came to me to find out whether there was any truth in the 
old story about the buried treasure, and then I began to 
use the knowledge which I had gained from old Richy 
Cundy {and for which I pray earnestly I may not have 
sold my soul). 

“ For years, in spite of many sinful vows and many evil 
incantations, for the which may God forgive me, I failed 
in my endeavours, although all the while many believed 
I knew of a treasure in a distant place. 

“One night, Richy Cundy, who lived at Kynance Cove, 
came to see me, and then together we agreed to obtain 
that which I had so long desired. I soon discovered that 
Richy possessed knowledge unknown to me. He had in 
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past years become acquainted with strange people, and, by 
means which I dare not relate, had not only assured him- 
self that the old story was true, but that it lay buried in 
a place which I shall presently indicate. Richy also knew 
means used by wizards for dicovering metal of various sorts, 
and I soon discovered that he would not have told me his 
secrets, had he not found that he would need my help in 
order to unearth the treasure, and turn it into money. 

“‘ How we discovered the treasure I dare not tell, neither 
will I say what became of Richy after my purposes were 
accomplished. He was an evil man, and deserved his 
doom. Noone but myself knows anything concerning him. 

“When I had found what I desired, and began to think 
of means whereby I might dispose of it and turn it intomoney, 
the pains of hell gat hold of me, warning me that my end 
had come, and that I should soon have to stand with all 
my sins before my God. I saw,asI now see, my past life in 
its true light ; I felt, too, that I had used hellish means in 
order to find out the secret of the buried riches, and that I had 
defied my Maker. Moreover, the wealth is now of no use 
to me, seeing that my death, which I dread greatly, draws 
nigh. In view of that awful time, too, I feel that the 
treasure is not mine, seeing that it lies buried in the land of 
Squire jaspar Pennington. At the same time, I cannot 
see how it belongs to him more than to any other man, 
because neither the tin, the silver, nor the gold, was dug 
from his land, nor did he or his father labour to obtain it. 
Remembering the means I have taken to discover the 
secret, and realizing that I shall soon have te stand before 
the Judgment Bar, I again command my daughter Betsey, 
also her children, should she have any, and their children’s 
children, never to try and obtain this wealth except they 
be in dire extremity, or are able thereby to avert some 
great wrong. I also say to those (if these lines should hap- 
pen to fall into other hands than those of my own family) 
who may be tempted to find these riches, under other cir- 
cumstances than those I have mentioned, that the curse of 
a sinful, dying, and repentant man shall rest upon them. 

“Moreover, for fear any one shall attempt to reason 
with his own conscience, thereby deceiving his own soul, 
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and thus bringing curses upon himself for ever, I will not 
tell the exact location of the buried wealth, but simply 
tell the means whereby it may be found. 

“First: find the neighbourhood of the spot known as 
Granfer Fraddam’s Cave. 

“SECOND: go to Hemlock Gully at midnight, when the 
moon is on the wane, and cut from the dell a hazel stick 
which is forked. 

“THIRD: let the one who would find the treasure (being 
either in dire extremity, or desirous of averting a great 
wrong ; and in no case let him do it otherwise), im- 
mediately after he has cut it, take the two ends of the 
forked hazel twig in either hand, in such a way that 
the single part of the stick (into which the parts he 
holds in his hands are joined) shall point straight up- 
wards. Let him walk along the headland which is above 
the spot known as Granfer Fraddam’s Cove, holding the 
hazel twig as I have described while he walks. Then, if he 
hears no warning voice telling him to desist, if no lightnings 
flash in the sky, and no thunders roll, and if the stick which 
he holds in his hands begins to move, he holding it 
tight all the time, he may continue in his search. If after- 
wards the single end of the hazel stick, which at first pointed 
to the sky, in spite of his firm grasp is made to point to the 
ground, he may know that he is near the treasure. And he 
will also find that the moment the stick points straight 
downward that the treasure is directly beneath him. 

“ After this let him find the rest out for himself; for if 
his case be such as I have described, he will be guided 
aright. Only this further will I add, so as to turn aside all 
who would bring a curse upon themselves by searching, and 
as a guide for the one whom it may rightly concern. A 
lonely spirit, working out its salvation, will seek to be 
near the one who searches, even as it will depart from the 
riches which are but for a day to the reward which is eternal. 

“ All this I write as a sinful yet repentant man, praying 
that God will forgive the dark deeds of my life, and give 
me a place in heaven.” 


I read through this strange document with but little 
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difficulty, for it was plainly written, and Eli held the candle 
so that the light fell upon the words. 

“Have Jaspar raid it ? ” asked Eli, when I had turned 
the last page. 

oe Yes.”’ 

“What do et say?” 

Instead of answering I asked the dwarf many questions 
about Granfer Fraddam ; but he could tell me very little 
that I had not heard before. Moreover, he was very eager 
to know what I have just written down. 

“Raid et,” he cried, ‘‘ raid et to me.” 

So I read what Granfer Fraddam had written, and all the 
time Eli kept nodding his head and croaking. 

“We must go to mawther,” he said, when I had finished. 

“Why ?” I asked. 

‘Tell ’ee we must,” he cried; ‘‘ mawther do knaw 
more’n you think. We must take et to she.” 

“But she’ll let Cap’n Jack know!” 

“No she waan’t. You kip the right side of mawther. 
‘Tis oal defferent from what I thot, oal deferent. Come on.” 

I consented, thinking that the long walk we had before 
us would give me time to consider what I ought to do. 
We had not walked far when a great deal of the dread 
which Granfer Fraddam’s papers had first caused me to 
feel began to pass away. I had, of course, heard of the 
ancient ‘‘streamers,” who, fearing the invading enemy, 
had buried large quantities of valuable mineral. Old 
stories had it, too, that the parish of St. Eve was used as 
a hiding place. I had been told of many searches which 
had been made to discover its whereabouts, although in 
my day we had been led to regard them as idle tales. As 
to the means which Granfer Fraddam and old Richy Cundy 
had used, the more I thought about them the more I was 
convinced that they were not those used by wizards, but 
rather those which skilled miners had made almost common. 
I had read that the “ divining rod” by which mineral 
was discovered had nothing supernatural about it, but could 
be used by any who possessed certain physical qualities. 
All the same, there were many things I could not explain ; 
and remembering the stories I had heard, not only about 
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Granfer Fraddam, but about Richy Cundy, my mind and 
heart were not free from haunting fears. 

As we neared St. Eve I felt more and more that it would 
be unwise to tell Betsey Fraddam what we had found; 
still, because the letter which I had read was written for 
her, I made up my mind to follow Eli’s advice. 

I will not try to describe what I felt as I thought of 
Naomi and her newly found father—indeed, I could not 
well do so. Event had followed event and surprise had 
followed surprise so rapidly that my slow-thinking brain 
became bewildered. My courage did not fail me, however, 
and the determination to get back my own, and thus 
provide my lovea home, grew stronger at each breath I 
drew. 

When we arrived at Betsey’s cottage we saw a light 
gleaming. 

‘“‘Mawther’s ’specting us,” wheezed Eli. 

“How could she know we were coming ? ” 

The dwarf gave no reply save a strange, guttural laugh, 
and a few minutes later, although it was four o’clock in the 
morning, we found that, not only had Betsey been expecting — 
us, but had prepared food. 

“‘ Trezidders bean’t bait yet, Jaspar,’”’ said the old dame. 

I was silent. 

“Squire Penryn wadn’ dead after oal,”’ she continued. 
“The maid have got a father now ; but Richard Trezidder 
"ll wuz he round his finger. Ther now, zet down and ait 
summin’.” 

As we ate I saw that Betsey’s eyes rested searchingly on 
us both, but especially on Eli. I surmised that she 
suspected something, and was not surprised when after our 
meal she made us sit by the fire and talk with her. 

““T zee now, Eli,” she snarled; but the dwarf did not 
speak. ‘‘ ’Twas you that sperreted away granfer’s letter. 
“Twas you that made me look like a vool afore Cap’n Jack. 
You put et away, and you and Jaspar ’ave bin raidin’ et.” 

Whether this was only a clever surmise on her part or 
whether she divined it by secret means, I know not, but I 
am sure both our faces revealed the fact that she had 
spoken truly. 
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_ Then I heard a noise as of some one in the garden, and 
immediately a great change came over the old woman. 

“‘ Jaspar Pennin’ton,’”’ she whispered, “ doan’t tell me 
nothin’—nothin’. But promise me this: ef ever you do 
se anything, you'll taake care of Eli. You will, waan’t 
es 

“Yes,” I replied, hardly knowing what I said. 

“Doan’t tell me nothin’, cheeld, nothin’; and be careful 
—careful—boath ov ’ee. Ther’! boath ov ’ee go and lie 
down in Eli’s little cuddy ; there in the linhay. But do 
‘ee be careful, or you’ll never bait the Terzidders, nor 
somebody else, nuther. Ther’, go away direckly, I tell ’ee. 
"Ark! I must go!” 

So I went with Eli to a little room, and lay down while 
Betsey went into the garden, as if in answer to some one 
who had been calling. 

When I awoke I found it was nearly noon, and that I was 
alone. I placed my hand under my garments where I had 
put granfer’s letter, and found it untouched. Then I got 
up and found my way into the little kitchen where Betsey 
and Eli were sitting. 

“Purty maid poorly,” was Eli’s greeting. ‘‘ Bin to zee. 
She’s up to Pennington. Doctor do zay she must stay there 
for a week or two. He waan’t laive ’er new father taake 
“er to Trevause.” 

“Ts she very ill? ” I cried anxiously. 

“No; she'll git better, but she must be kipt quiet.” 

I was obliged to be content with this ; but my heart was 
very sore, especially when I remembered that I was not 
allowed to see her. 

Betsey sat very grim and taciturn while I had my break- 
fast, neither would she give any answers to the questions 
I asked her. When I had finished eating, however, and 
spoke of going out, she caught my arm savagely. 

*“‘ Doesn’t thee shaw thy nose outside to-day,” she snarled. 
“Kip quiet—be careful ; and doan’t zay nothin’ to nobody. 
’T’ll be a wanin’ moon to-night, so doan’t be a vool.” 

From this it was evident she had been talking with Eli. 

“T must go to Falmouth,” I said. “I want to see 
William Dawe, and George. I shall need their boat.” 
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“What for? ”’ she snarled. Then, divining my thought, 
she continued, ‘‘ Vind et fust ; vind et. Then you'll knaw 
what you want. You kip out a sight, I tell ‘ee. Ther’s 
more people lookin’ after you than you think ; and mind 
ef you zee anybody comin’ in ’ere, you be off to the spence 
d’reckly.”’ 

I saw she was much in earnest, and I was also sure 
that she desired to be my friend, so I nodded my head and 
remained silent. She watched me closely, however, then 
said, ‘‘ ’T’ll be dark afore five o’clock. Eli can do anything 
for ’ee.” 

“Yes,” I said, “that’ll do. Eli shall a 

“Stop! I doan’t want to knaw nothing,” she snapped. 
“Tl go out. Tell Eli what you mind to.” 

“Eli,” I said, when she had gone, “‘ you’ve seen those 
canvas bags in Truro and Redruth, where miners put their 
tin.” 

“Iss, iss!’ cried Eli. “I knaw. I'll go to Redruth 
to-night. I’ll borry Zacky Rowse’s ould mare and cart. 
Oal right. 17ll be back afore ten o’clock, and bring a good 
looad of ’em.” 

So I kept indoors all day, and before five o’clock Eli 
started for Redruth to buy a quantity of canvas sacks. He 
was back again before ten o’clock, as he had said, after 
which we made preparations to go out. 

“T dunnaw which way you be gone—mind that,” cried 
Betsey ; “but I reckon you be goin’ Helford way.” 

We did not speak, but made our way quietly towards 
Hemlock Gully, according to the directions in Granfer 
Fraddam’s letter, and which leads right away from Helford. 

For the first time since my father had died I felt that 
Pennington was really my own. 


CHAPTER XXIV 


EMLOCK GULLY is on the Pennington estate, but 

it is seldom visited at night, and that for several 
reasons. It is said that poisonous vapours are constantly 
arising after the sun goes down; also, that it was at one 
time a meeting place for witches, who went there to gather 
hemlock. Besides this, it is terribly lonely, and the wind 
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which wails up the narrow ravine on wintry nights is enough 
to make a strong man shudder. 

It was nearly midnight when we arrived there, and the 
moon was waning. Thus far we were obeying granfer’s 
directions implicitly. I felt, too, that I was using the 
knowledge he imparted in order to avert a great wrong ; 
and I was in dire necessity. A great crisis had come in 
my life, and I must do my utmost if I would realize my 
desires. All the same, I was engaged on a strange venture. 
There was something awesome in searching for what old 
Richy Cundy and Granfer Fraddam had discovered, 
especially as I thought of the words written at the end of 
his letter. It was terrible to think of a lonely spirit, who 
was working out its salvation, keeping close by my side. 
What the other words meant I could not tell, although I 
often repeated them to myself. They became plain to 
me afterwards, however. 

It was by no means dark, for although dark clouds 
swept across the sky the waning moon was constantly 
appearing, lighting up the ravine, with a peculiar kind of 
beauty. As we entered the gully we saw a light, flitting to 
and fro; but it was not carried by human hands. This 
caused me to fear; but Eli looked at it and laughed. 

** Jack-in-the-lantern,” he grunted, “or Granfer 
Fraddam’s ghost ; which es et? I ’spect they do boath 
mean the same thing, doan’t ’em? ” 

I made my way to a hazel bush which grew in the centre 
of the gully, and cut therefrom two forked hazel twigs, 
and trimmed them with care. This was the shape thereof— 


The two forks of the twigs were about a foot long, while the 
parts into which they joined were about six inches. The 
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forks, moreover, were only half the thickness of the other 
parts. This done, we made our way to the headland 
above Granfer’s Cove, close by the thicket where the upper 
entrance to the cave may be found. Arrived there, I 
looked around anxiously. The sea rolled sullenly on the 
cliffs, and I could see the rock called the “‘ Spanish Cavalier ”’ 
from which I had carried Naomi. But no warning voice 
reached me; no lightnings flashed in the sky; no thunders 
rolled. This emboldened me to proceed with my work. 
Indeed, so excited had I become that I believe I should 
have endeavoured to find the treasure even if Granfer 
Fraddam had appeared in bodily form, forbidding me. 

I seized the two ends of one of the sticks as directed, 
holding it at arm’s length in such a fashion that the single 
part of it pointed directly upwards. For an hour I wandered 
to and fro the headland. But the stick did not move in 
my hand; the single shaft remained pointing to the sky. 

Presently, however, I wandered nearer the copse; and 
then,while my heart thumped loudly, I felt the stick moving. 
I held it with a grip of iron, but it continued to turn down- 
ward. 

“T zee, I zee!” cried Eli. ‘‘ Go on, go on!” 

And I went on. The stick moved in my hand as if by 
magic, until, by the time I had reached the top of the copse, 
the shaft, instead of being perpendicular, was horizontal. 

“Tes in there—in there,” gasped Eli. ‘‘ Maake ’aaste!”’ 

I entered the copse, the forked stick still turning down- 
wards, until I arrived within ten or fifteen yards of the 
secret entrance of the cave; then it pointed directly 
downward. 

“This must be the plaace!” croaked Eli. ‘“‘ Laive me 
look at the stick.” 

I held it up, and I found that some of the skin had come 
offin my hands, so tightly had Iheldit. At this I marvelled 
greatly, for the hazel twig’s skin is very tight ; moreover, 
it was not spring-time, when the sap finds its way under the 
skins of the twigs, and makes then easy to remove. 

“ By Gor,” grunted Eli, ‘‘ you must ev hould un tight. 
Laive us look around.” 

I looked around, but there was no sign of an opening. 
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Two fairly large trees grew near, but although we searched 
carefully there was no indication of anything whereby we 
might discover what we wanted. 

“Try again from another d’reckshun,” cried Eli; and 
this I did, the point of the stick pointing to the ground 
when I arrived at the same place. 

“What can it mean?” I asked excitedly. 

Eli seemed to be thinking for a minute or so; then he 
laughed in his strange, guttural way. 

““T zee, I zee!” he cried. 

“What ? ”’ I asked. 

“Mind the laast words of the d’reckshuns,” he said. 

I repeated them aloud, for they had become impressed 
on my memory— 

“A lonely spirit, working out tts salvation, will seek to 
be near the one who searches, even as it will depart from the 
riches which are but for a day or two to the reward which ts 
eternal.’ ”’ 

“What does it mean ? ”’ I asked, when I had repeated it. 

“Where ded Granfer die? ” asked Eli. 

“In the cave!” I cried ; and in a moment it was plain 
to me. “ The treasure is in the cave where he died!” 

“Aw, aw!” laughed Eli. 

“We want lights!’ I cried. 

““T’ve got em,” grunted the dwarf. ‘‘ We must go down 
by the top way.” 

A few seconds later we had found the entrance to the 
cave, and then, after listening intently, and assuring our- 
selves that no one was near, descended into the depths below. 

Even now a strange feeling comes over me as I remem- 
bered what I felt then. The time was more than an hour 
past midnight, and it seemed to me as though the spirits 
of Granfer Fraddam and Richy Cundy, both of whom were 
believed to belong to the devil, were gliding by my side. 
Every footstep echoed in the gloomy cavern, while the 
swish of the waves outside sounded ghostly enough as it 
reached us. 

“Gashly and lonesome, edn’ it?’’ whispered Eli. 
** Laive us ’ave a light.” 

A few seconds later the dwarf held a candle in his hand, 


222 THE BIRTHRIGHT 


at the same time revealing his face. Eli was ugly under 
ordinary circumstances, but as he stood by my side in 
the cave, he was trebly so. He was deadly pale, and his 
cross eyes burned with a red light. His thick, coarse hair 
grew in matted locks close to his bushy eyebrows, and his 
lips, upon which a thick stubble grew, twitched nervously. 
I could see that he was as excited as I. 

“‘Tt’ll be in the inner cave,” I cried. 

‘‘The inner caave,”’ he repeated, like one in a dream. 

A few seconds later I had found my way to the lonesome 
cavern where I had spent so many weary nights, and 
looked eagerly around me. I saw at a glance that Cap’n 
Jack had removed all his smuggled goods. Not an anker 
of spirits was to be seen, not a packet of tobacco, nor stuffs 
of any sort. 

The floor of the cave was covered with shingle, just as it 
had been when I had last been there. 

“Tt’ll be ’ere,’’ said Eli, and I noticed that his voice 
trembled ; but whether it was through excitement or 
fear I knew not. 

“Go out and listen, Eli,’ I said. ‘‘ Let us be sure that 
no one is near.” 

He looked at me fearfully, then peered nervously around. 
He obeyed ; but when he had got into the outer cave, I 
heard him muttering. 

“IT wudden be ’ere for nobody but Jaspar,”’ I heard him 
say. “Thisesawful. It dozeem as though hell es let loose.” 

I wondered at this, for by this time my fears had gone, 
and the silence of the night assured me. 

““ Nobody livin’ ere,” he said in a hoarse voice, when 
he came back. ‘‘ Nobody livin’—only the dead ; only the 
dead come from the bottomless pit.’ 

At this I felt like laughing, for every minute Pennington 
seemed to be more and more mine, and I seemed to see 
my love’s eye shining on me, telling me to be brave. 

“Hold the light while I search,” I said gaily. And 
after that I spent many minutes in examining the outer as 
well as the inner cave. 

“Try the stick again,” suggested Eli presently. 

So, standing in the inner cave, I held the stick as I had 


, 
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held it on the headland above; andalthough I didnot move, it 
turned around in my hands, and pointed straight downward. 

“Tt’ll be under my feet!” I cried, and at this I fell on 
my knees and began to scrape away the loose shingle with 
my hands; but I soon found this to be weary work, and 
very slow withal. 

“Go home for a shovel, Eli,” I cried, “‘ and bring some 
of the bags with you.” 

“Iss, iss!’ replied the dwarf; and he left eagerly, as 
though he were glad to get away. 

“And be careful no one sees you,” I cried. 

“Trust me for that ! ”’ he replied, like one in ill-humour ; 
and I heard him talking to himself as he found his way 
up the steep sides of the hole. 

All the while he was away I continued to dig with my 
hands, and before Eli returned I felt sure that I had found 
what my heart desired. And for this reason. Having 
got below the shingle, I came upon hard yellow sand, like 
that which lay on the beach outside; and beneath the 
sand I felt something hard and smooth, like sheet iron. 

“It will be beneath here,” I thought ; and I seemed to 
see quantities of tin and silver as well as ‘‘ glorious ‘ corns 
of gold,’ ” such as I had heard of as having been found by 
the old streamers. Once, it is true, doubt came into my 
heart, and my fears told me it was all a delusion; but I 
drove them away, and toiled on. 

Presently Eli returned with a shovel, a crowbar and a 
bundle of the canvas bags he had bought at Redruth ; 
and then I began to work in right good earnest, while Eli 
held the candle. 

I did the work of three men during the next hour, for 
a feeling came over me that danger was near, and I started 
at every sound, hardening my muscles as I did so, in order 
to be ready to meet any intruder. At the end of an hour 
I had cleared a great open space in the middle of the cave. 
I had removed therefrom much shingle and sand, and 
revealed what seemed to me a huge piece of flat iron. 

“ That’s ev it,” grunted Eli. 

“Yes,” I cried, wiping the perspiration from my brow. 
“It will lie under that?” 
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“ Git to the edge of thicky piece of ire; then put in the 
bar,” suggested Eli. 

“I’m trying,” I cried. “It is very big.” 

At length, however, I came to the edge of the thing, and 
feeling with my hand I discovered that it was about a 
quarter of an inch thick. 

“Tt’ll be ter’ble ’eavy,” grunted the dwarf. 

“‘T’ll move it,” I cried, and again I felt thankful for my 
great strength. Besides, even then, I felt my love’s warm 
kisses on my lips, and my strength seemed as the strength 
of ten. 

I seized the crowbar and placed it beneath the iron ; 
but it was not soeasy to move as I had thought, because I 
had no fulcrum whereby I could have the thing at advantage. 
It moved presently, however, and then I dropped the bar 
and placed my hands beneath it. 

What weight I lifted I dare not say, but it must have been 
many a hundredweight. This I am sure, because I strained 
my muscles terribly. For a hundredweight is nothing to 
me. Many times I have taken four fifty-six pound weights 
and, having tied them together so as to make two lumps 
of a hundredweight each, have taken one in each hand, 
and have lifted them both above my head quite easily. 
But the thing moved, and in a minute more I saw that the 
covering was not allinone piece, for it divided in the middle 
of the place I had cleared. When I had lifted it up I let 
it drop from me, and it fell back with a clang upon the other 
piece. 

‘““ Now we shall zee,’’ cried Eli, bringing the light closer. 

For a moment my eyes were blinded, so excited was I; 
and even when my sight came back I was afraid to look. 
It seemed to me that my life’s weal or woe was centred in 
that moment. 

“Look ! look!” cried Eli. 

Then I looked, and I saw that the story I had heard from 
my earliest childhood, and which had been told through 
long generations, was true. Before me lay that which at 
any rate those who had buried it, regarded as of value. 
In the dim light of the candle there appeared several boxes 
which appeared to be about two feet square. 
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“ Zee what’s in ’em,” grunted Eli. 

I sought to lift what seemed the cover of one of them, 
but the wood crumbled in my hands like dust. This I 
scraped away, and I saw stuff which looked like coarse 
black sand. 

“Tin!” cried Eli. “Tin! Streamed tin!’ 

I knew enough of mining to be sure that he spoke the 
truth. I knew, too, that it was very valuable, although it 
would take a large quantity to be sufficient for my needs. 

“ Sacks, Eli,” I cried ; ‘‘ we will fill the sacks. Perhaps 

there may be no gold or silver, but there’s alot of tin!’”’ 

‘*Iss, iss!’ answered Eli eagerly. 

So I started to work filling the sacks which Eli had 
brought. They were not large, but when they were filled 
each must have weighed three or four hundredweight ; 
and as each hundredweight was worth six or seven pounds, 
I saw my wealth visibly increase beforemyeyes. WhenI 
had filled several sacks I felt the point of my shovel strike 
against metal of some sort. It was not the sheet iron, 
for it lay beneath the spot from which I had taken the tin. 
A minute later I saw a box which had evidently been lined 
with some sort of metal, neither was the wood with which it 
was made so rotten as that of the others ; and when I had 
lifted it from the place in which it had been lying I eagerly 
broke it open, and saw great cakes of silver just as it must 
have come from the ordinary smelting process ! 

My heart leaped for very joy! Here was wealth indeed. 
Here was means by which I could buy back Pennington. 
The hours passed away, and Eli had lit his last candle. I 
had filled more of the sacks with tin, and had discovered 
three more metal-lined boxes filled with silver which had 
been extracted from ore, and which I, inexperienced as I 
was, knew to be the most valuable kind. 

I kept on till the candle was burnt out, and yet my work 
was only partly done. I had not yet lifted the other part 
of the iron covering. 

“‘ Come ’ome to brekfus now, Jaspar,”’ said Eli. “‘ You’ve 
done enough for this once.” 

“No,” I replied, ‘‘I’m not going to leave this cave 


while this treasure is here.” 
P 
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“You caan’t ’elp et,” cried Eli. ‘‘ How can ’ee git et 
‘ away ? ”» 

“You must help me, Eli.” 

“Ow?” grunted the dwarf. 

“* As soon as you’ve got me some fresh candles and a lump 
of clay, with the rest of the sacks, you must go to Falmouth 
town.” 

“To Fammuth town. Iss.” 

“You must find William Dawe and his son George. He’s 
got a good-sized boat. You must tell them that I want 
them here. They must leave Falmouth after dark, and 
take care that nobody sees them—nobody, mind. They 
must bring a boat capable of carrying twenty-five tons. 
You understand ? ” 

“Iss. And you'll be here all alone? ” And the dwarf 
shuddered. 

“I’m not afraid; besides, I dare not leave all this. 
Cap’n Jack’s gang might come.” 

“They wudden cum through the day—that es, ef———”’ 
And Eli hesitated. 

“ce What ? ”? 

““T b’leeve that was Cap’n Jack in the garden when 
mawther went out—you knaw.”’ 

I remembered distinctly. 

“What wud ’ee do? ” 

“Do!” Icried. ‘‘ Not one of them shall enter this cave.”’ 

“Wud ’ee kill em? ”’ queried Eli. 

““T do not know,”’ I replied, ‘‘ but I shall take precautions, 
and I tell you it will go hard with any who shall try to stop 
me from turning all this into money. Everything is here. 
Pennington is here, my life’s happiness is here. If the 
whole of Cap’n Jack’s gang shall come, I will fight them 
all—ay, and beat them to!” 

This, I know, sounds like bragging ; but it did not seem 
sotome then. I felt that I possessed the strength of many 
men. My muscles seemed like steel bands. If I were 
thwarted it seemed as though my last chance would be 
gone, and I could not bear to think of it. 

Then Eli went away, leaving me in the darkness. All 
around me was my wealth, the silver and the tin which 
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I have mentioned. As yet I had seen no gold, and I 
wondered why Granfer Fraddam had mentioned it. 
Neither had I as yet seen evidence that he had in any way 
disturbed what the old Cornishman had deposited. I 
wondered much at this, and then I remembered that he had, 
perchance, moved another part of the iron cover, which 
I should presently have to move. 

I could do nothing while Eli was away, and so, in spite 
of my desires, I fell to wondering whether Granfer Fraddam 
had told all that was in his heart, and whether he had 
killed old Richy Cundy. Then, as I thought, the lonely 
cave seemed peopled. I seemed to see Granfer and old 
Richy quarrelling over the wealth they had found, and to 
hear the curses which they hurled at each other. After 
that I began to calculate as to who laid all this mineral 
in that lonely cavern. Which of the stories was true ? 
One tale had it that a treasure of tin and silver and gold 
was hidden in caves at the time when the Romans 
conquered the ancient Britons, another that it was secreted 
from the Saxons at the time when Egbert, King of Wessex, 
invaded Cornwall with a very great force. Another still 
told how great treasures of mineral were hidden at a much 
later date by some rich streamers, in order to escape a taxa- 
tion which was ordered by the Justiciar; and owing to 
tribal wars, those who had hidden it were killed, and thus 
the secret of its hiding-place lay buried with them. 

Then my mind reverted to Granfer Fraddam again. 
The story had it that he died in the cave in great agony, 
unblessed by any man of God, and that his body was found 
by the grandfather of Ikey Trethewy, who carried it to 
Betsey Fraddam’s cottage. Was this true, and was the 
spirit of the old sinner near me as I sat among the bags I 
had filled? What were the means that these evil men had 
used to find the treasure; and was I right in seeking to 
obtain it? 

Presently I heard Eli coming down the hole which led 
to the copse above; and I greatly rejoiced to hear him, 
for I wanted to be at work. 

“Here you be,” grunted Eli—“ plenty of candles and 
plenty of sacks. Here’s summin’ for ’ee to ait too. Two 
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big rabbit pasties, and a bottle of tay. ’T’ll zoon be day- 
light now.”’ 

A few minutes later Eli had started for Falmouth to find 
William Dawe and his son George, both of whom, it will 
be remembered, had been faithful servants of mine soon 
after my father had died. I knew I could trust Eli. He 
was wiser than I, and I had no doubt that a boat would be 
in Granfer’s Cove that night by nine o’clock at the latest. 


CHAPTER XXV 


FTER I had partaken of food, I started to work again. 
This I was able to do, having, by means of clay, 
stuck two candles by the sides of the cave. I had not been 
working long, however, before I foundit necessary to remove 
the other piece of the iron; and no sooner had I turned it 
back than I was aware that other hands had been at work. 
This part of the treasure had not been left undisturbed. I 
also saw a small metal box which I thought I could move 
easily, but which, when I placed my fingers on it, did not 
yield in the slightest. At this I wondered greatly, for it 
did not appear to be jammed in any way. So I examined 
it more closely, and then, with some difficulty, put my hands 
under it. Small as the box was, I had to put forth much 
strength in order to lift it from the ground. After some 
difficulty I placed it on the sacks, and then, having wrenched 
open the cover, I saw the reason for its extreme weight. 
It was nearly full of what the old streamers called ‘‘ corns 
of gold.” They were very small, but there was a large 
number of them. 

I became almost mad with joy as I looked, for I knew 
that here was the bulk of the treasure. True, these “‘ corns ” 
would have to be purified, and the dross removed from the 
pure metal ; nevertheless, I felt sure I could sell them at 
Truro—which was the chief mining market of the county— 
for a large sum of money. 

A moment later, however, my joy turned into horror, 
for under the very spot from which I had lifted the box 
I saw ahuman skull! I started back in terror, and then, 
as if by a strange fascination, I began to examine the thing. 
I quickly came tothe conclusion that it was the skull of old 
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Richy Cundy, the wizard and pirate. It grinned at me 
horribly, and I almost yielded to a desire to rush from the 
cave, leaving everything behind me. But this feeling 
did not remain long. I must get ready for the boat which 
would come that night. SoI began toscrape around with 
my shovel again, and I was not long in discovering that 
old Richy Cundy had been buried with the very treasure 
he had coveted. The sight of human bones was ghastly 
to me,soI threw them in the corner of the cave, and covered 
them with sand and shingle. After this I started to work 
again, trying thereby to drive the old pirates from my mind. 
This I could not do however! I began to speculate as to 
the means by which Granfer Fraddam had killed his one- 
time captain. For I was sure he had done this; and 
perchance the thought of the man whom he had murdered 
had caused him to have the religious feelings which he had 
spoken about in his letter. 

What passed between them we shall never know now, 
neither will it be possible for us to tell of the hell which 
old Granfer Fraddam must have suffered in his last days. 
There was something grim and terrible in his dying on the 
spot where he had murdered the older and weaker man. 
Doubtless, too, the memory of his deed, as well as his fear 
of coming death, had kept him from again lifting the iron 
cover to take away the treasure which must to him have 
been accursed. Ashe felt the pangs of death coming upon 
him, too, and realized the difficulty of turning it into money, 
the buried riches would seem almost worthless; and the 
curses which old Richy had heaped upon him had probably 
made him unwilling to tell others what he had found. 

I took the letter he had written and read his words again, 
and I seemed to see his cunning in every line, and I fancied 
him trying to deceive his own conscience even to the very 
last. For the human heart is a fathomless deep, and he 
who tries to explain the motives of an evil mind undertakes 
an impossible task. 

I had barely filled all the many sacks which Eli had 
brought from Redruth (and by this time I fancy it must 
have been a good deal past midday) when I thought I heard 
some one coming into the cave from the copse. I listened 
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intently, and soon discovered that I was right in my conjec- 
ture. I knew it would not be Eli,for he would remain in 
Falmouth, and come in the boat with William and George 
Dawe. Who could it be then? My pulse beat rapidly, 
and my breath came fast. I had hoped to accomplish 
my purpose without difficulty, and I dreaded an encounter. 
All around me was my wealth. Here was Pennington 
and my love! I determined to turn it into money, but 
I did not wish to stain my hands with blood. 

My visitor, whoever it was, made but little noise; so 
little indeed that had not my hearing become very keen 
I should have imagined the noise to be simply the sound 
of the waves as they swept up the shingle. 

I was on the point of blowing out my candles when I heard 
@ voice. 

““Maaster Jaspar !” 

It was Betsey Fraddam who spoke. 

“‘ Betsey,” I replied, “‘ what is it ? ” 

She crawled into the cave and looked eagerly around. 

“ To think it shud ’a’ bin so near oal the time ! ”’ crooned 
the old dame, “‘ and I dedn’ knaw’ till Eli tould me!” 

“What do you want ? Whyhaveyoucome?” Iasked. 

“You'll care for Eli, waan’t ‘ee? ”’ she asked suspiciously. 

“As God is my witness,” I cried, “if I get back my 
own, Eli shall never want a goodhome! But what do you 
want?” 

“And you'll be kind to poor ould Betsey? I shaa’n’t 
live long now,” she whimpered, like one afraid. 

“You need not ask that, Betsey. But why have you 
come here ? ”’ 

‘‘ I’ve brought yer pisterls,”’ replied the old dame, “‘ and 
this ’ere boreyer.” 

“ My pistols!’”’ I cried. ‘“ Oh, yes,—but—but what is 
it, Betsey?” 

“What time es Willyum Dawe comin’? ” 

“T hope by nine o’clock. Why, Betsey? You know 
something.’”’ 

“Not so much; but Ikey Trethewy have zeed ’ee!”’ 

“‘Ikey Trethewy !” 

“Iss, and he’s gone to Kynance. I caan’t tell ’ee no 
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more. Shall I git somebody to come and stay with ’ee ? 
They three great Bassett boys wud come!” 

I considered a second, for I saw what she meant. 

“No, no, Betsey. I dare not trust any one—ZI dare not |” 

“S’poase you caan’t,” replied Betsey. “I thot this 
wos comin’! I ded, I ded! You'll be careful, Jaspar, 
careful of poor little Eli? ” 

“Yes. What is it?” I cried wildly. 

““Sh—!”’ she said, holding up herskinny finger. ‘‘ Cap’n 
Jack have bin sairchin’ for years. He’ve kipt his eyes on 
Eli. He’ve got an inklin’. He watched ’ee goin’ to the 
Devil’s Church. Be careful, an’ ready! ’Adn’t ’ee better 
git somebody to ’elp ’ee? ” 

For a moment I felt like yielding. But only fora moment. 
I must have no more sharers of my secret. ‘‘No!” I 
cried, “ I’ll guard it alone, and woe be to those who come 
here | ”’ 

“You be fine ’n strong, Jaspar,” she said, “and that 
boreyer would be ter’ble in your ’ands. I’ve tould ’ee— 
now I must go up again. Kipa look-out, I tell ’ee.” 

With that the old dame left me, and I was alone again, 
and felt more than ever that I could trust her. She was my 
friend. She had brought me my pistols anda borer. This: 
was a piece of steel about three feet long, which miners use 
for piercing holes in rocks. As Betsey had said, it was* 
a terrible weapon in the hands of a strong man. And yet« 
never had I felt my impotence as I felt it then. What couldi 
I doif Cap’n Jack came ? How could I guard the treasure? 
I had unearthed ? Well, I had been warned, and I would 
be more watchful than ever. 

The hours passed slowly after this, and so great was my 
anxiety that I thought I was going mad! Sometimes I 
wished Cap’n Jack would come, so that I could fight my 
battle and have done with it. 

At length daylight passed away, and I judged that 
William Dawe would have left Falmouth. I knew he 
would come if it were in his power. I knew he would do: 
his utmost to help me. But suppose something should 
hinder him ! 

I watched and listened intently. I crept to the mouth 
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of the cave and scanned the sea. I listened for sounds 
in the copse, but could hear and see nothing. My confidence 
began to return. Betsey was mistaken, and soon William 
Dawe and his son George would be with me. 

“ Yes ; everything will be done without my being dis- 
covered,” I cried. ‘‘’Tis past eight o’clock now. They 
must be here soon. Oh that they would come soon! 
Oh, may God help me!” 

I could do nothing more now. I had tied up the mouth 
of each sack. I had placed the silver and the gold nearest 
the mouth of the cave, so that they could be shipped first. 
Again I listened at the hole which led to the copse, and 
again did I creep to the entrance of the outer cavern and 
look across Granfer’s cove. But I could see nothing, I 
could hear nothing. I strained both eyes and ears, but 
without effect. 

‘“‘ Nothing is coming yet,’’ I mused, as I caught sight of 
the outline of “ The Spanish Cavalier,” ‘‘and there’s not a 
sound to be heard. The boat may be just behind Pilchard 
Point, but nothing can be here for a few minutes.” 

So saying I went silently back towards the spot where 
my treasure lay—when suddenly there was the sound of 
footsteps and the mingling of hoarse voices. I had barely 
time to grasp the steel bar which Betsey had brought me 
whena number of men leaped upon me, and by the dim light 
which came from the candles which I had stuck on the sides 
of the cavern I saw their uplifted knives ! 

“ Down with him!” I heard a voice cry. ‘‘ Down with 
him!’’ And I knew it was Cap’n Jack who spoke. 

I had no time to think, no time to make a shadow of 
preparation, for they leaped upon me with evident deter- 
mination to bear me to the ground. But I was a desperate 
man. At that moment it seemed as though all the forces 
of life centred in my being, andI fought likeamadman. The 
steel bar, which must have been several pounds weight, for 
it was more than an inch thick, seemed but a feather in 
my hands, and I made it swing around me like lightning. 
In a few seconds the place echoed with groans and curses. 
I have a distinct remembrance even now of the dull sound 
the bar made as it fell on men’s bodies, and of the cracking 
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of bones. I felt myself stabbed in one or two places; but 
my wounds did not hurt me—indeed, at the time I minded 
them no more than the scratches of a needle,so much was 
I a madman and so determined was I to maintain my 
rights. 

I heard pistol-shots, and felt one or two bullets whiz 
past me; but none touched me, This, I know now, was 
owing to the semi-darkness in which we were, and to the 
general confusion, for it was difficult for any one to take 
careful aim. My arm seemed to gain in strength, and my 
hand felt as though it were glued to the steel borer; and 
so terribly did I fight that the ruffians fell back from me, 
while cries of terror, and the sound of curses, made the 
place seem like the very mouth of hell. 

How many attacked me I know not, neither can I tell 
how long the struggle lasted ; but it could not have been 
many minutes, or surely my strength would have died 
away. and I should have been borne down by numbers. 
As the men shrank from me I grew more confident ; but I 
knew I was in dire danger. Icould not meet men in every 
direction, strong as I might be; and I feared a fatal stab 
in the back, even while those in front of me fled from my 
terrible weapon. 

At my feet lay bruised, mutilated men, groaning and 
pouring forth curses; and still I swung my terrible bar 
of steel, and still I was comparatively unhurt ! 

“Pistol! Pistol!” 

I knew it was Cap’n Jack who spoke. 

“We ’ad only three, and they be oal fired off.” 

“ Then knife un, knifeun! He’s only one!” 

“ But he’s the strength of ten!” was the reply. 

At this I made my way, walking backwards, towards 
the inner cave, where my treasure lay, still keeping my 
eyes in the direction in which I thought my enemies were. 
I had gone only a few steps when I heard a rushing noise 
by my side, then a wild scream—a woman’s scream | 

“‘ Jaspar! Jaspar!”’ cried the voice. 

“My God!” I thought, “it is Naomi!” and at the 
thought my hand for a moment became nerveless, and the 
weapon which had served me so well fell from my hand. 
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“Jaspar, Jaspar, take care!” No, it was not Naomi’s 
voice, but Tamsin Truscott’s. How did she come there ? 
This flashed through my mind like lightning, and as I 
turned she threw herself upon me. But as she did so a 
glittering knife descended—not on me, as was intended, 
but into the body of the girl who told me she loved me. 

Dim as the light was, I saw who struck the blow. It 
was Israel Barnicoat, the man who said he desired to make 
her his wife, and who hated me because I was twice as 
strong a man ashe and because he thought I was hisrival. 

“T have killed ’er ! ” he cried, with a terrible oath ; and 
then like a madman he leapt on me. But I struck him 
between the eyes with my fist, and he fell like a log, while 
even Cap’n Jack seemed for a few seconds to be paralyzed 
by what he saw. But this did not last long. 

** At him ! ”’ he cried, with terrible oaths, and I saw them 
coming warily forward ; and they were several men, and 
I was only one, standing alone. This time, too, I was 
less able to resist them, for not only were they more careful, 
but I had dropped my steel bar, which had hitherto helped 
me to be victor, and I dared not stop to try and find it. 

I gave myself up for lost; all the same, I determined 
to fight to the very last breath. So I gathered up my muscles, 
as it were, and prepared to leap upon the foremost, when my 
heart gave a bound. 

“All right, Maaster Jaspar ! ” 

I heard William and George Dawe shout from the mouth 
of the cave; and this was followed by report of a 
pistol. 

“ By gosh ! we’m done,” cried Cap’n Jack. ‘“‘ Up, booys, 
up the narrow hole to the copse!”’ And all who were 
able did as they were bid, taking no notice of those who 
lay stunned and bleeding on the shingle. 

“Maaster Jaspar!’’ cried William Dawe. 

““ Here—all safe!” I replied. 

“By gor,” cried George, scarcely able to realize the 
situation. “TI ’aa’n’t a-fired a pistol afore for a goodish 
bit. It was lucky little Eli maade us buy ’em.” 

As for Eli, he shouted loudly with satisfaction at what 
he saw. “And ded you do oal this? ”’ he cried ; for by 
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the lantern which William Dawe brought I saw five men 
lying on the ground. 

Many versions of this story have been told, and my 
enemies have declared that I by treachery overcame in this 
battle ; but what I have told is the exact truth. I do 
not remember that time with pleasure, for I love peace and 
goodwill. Moreover, it is not for me to boast. Surely 
God was with me in the fight that night, and He gave me 
the great strength whereby other men were but as children 
to me. Besides, I was fighting for my home and for my 
love. Everything was centred in those few minutes, and 
the strength I possessed was more than natural; it was 
a great life which God gave me to win back my own, and 
to overcome those whose lives were evil. Besides, but 
for the love of Tamsin Truscott I should have been slain. 

On the first arrival of William Dawe and his son George 

I thought my victory was complete, but I soon remembered 
the men with whom we had to deal. They would go away 
and obtain help. At present they thought they were 
outnumbered. But Cap’n Jack had helpers all around ; 
ina fewhoursat most he wouldreturn. At first I wondered 
how they could have entered so suddenly, in spite of the 
fact that I had been watching so carefully; but I had 
‘forgotten the other way to the cave. While I had been 
watching the copse entrance, and that by way of the 
beach, they had silently descended by the face of the cliff 
and had entered without my seeing them. 

“Have you got your boat ready, William? ” I asked. 

“Tss, all ready, Maaster Jaspar.” 

“Then we must get to work,’ I cried. But at that 
moment I saw Israel Barnicoat move, while I heard another 
man moan. 

‘Have you any ropes, William?” I cried. 
~ ““Tss, Maaster Jaspar ; here’s a lot.” 

“Then we must bind these men,’’ I said, hoping and 
praying earnestly all the time that I had killed no man. 
To my delight, too, I found that not one was dead. They 
were sorely stunned and bruised, while many bones were 
broken by the steel bar that I had used with such violence ; 
but I thanked God that no man’s death rested on my soul. 
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Indeed, Israel Barnicoat and Ikey Trethewy were only 
stunned, and would have escaped had we not tied their 
limbs. 

All this time, however, Tamsin Truscott lay like one 
dead. I spoke to her several times while the others were 
being attended to, but she did not speak. 

“Poor maid,” I thought, ‘“‘she will die, and she has 
given her life for me.” 

Presently I heard her sigh. 

** Jaspar,” she said faintly. 

“Yes, Tamsin.” 

“ ITcame as soon asI could,’’ she murmured. ‘“ I walked 
all the way from Kynance here. It’s a long way.” 

“Yes, Tamsin. I owe my life to you. Do you suffer 
much pain? ” 

“Tkey Trethewy watched you. Father saw you and 
Eli come out of The Devil’s Church, and he suspected. 
He followed you to Betsey’s house. He spoke to Betsey, 
but could learn nothing. Then he told Ikey to 
watch you. He saw you; he watched until you dug 
up the cakes of silver. Then he left you, and came and told 
father. I heard him. When father had got a gang, I 
determined to follow and tell you. I know the secret 
ways to the cave; father showed me, years ago. I got 
just in time to see Israel starting to stab you. I am glad 
I stopped him.” 

This she told me, not as I have written it down, but 
with much panting, and cries of pain. She had to stop 
often too, for her breath came with difficulty. 

“You are a grand, strong man, Jaspar,’ she said. 
“Tam glad I am going to die instead of you. I am no use. 
You do not care for me, never can. But I love you, Jaspar, 
better than my life!” 

“No, no, Tamsin, you will not die!” 

“Yes, I shall. I can feel my life ebbing away. Kiss me, 
Jaspar, will you, just once before I die. As a brother— 
only as a brother.” 

And I kissed the cold lips of the girl who had offered her 
life for mine ; and as I did soIsaw Israel Barnicoat look 
at me furiously. 
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“But you will not die, Tamsin, you will get strong again,” 
I said; though I feared greatly. 

“Yes, yes, Jaspar, I would rather die—much rather. 
I could not live and see you wedded to the maid you love. 
You will tell her I did my best, won’t you? You'll tell 
her—oh—you know Y 

“Tamsin, Tamsin, forgive me.” It was Israel Barnicoat 
who spoke. ‘I dedn’ main to hurt ’ee : I mained to——” 
But he did not finish the sentence, for the girl turned and 
gave him such a look that he quailed. 

““I—I loved Jaspar,’”’ murmured she, “I did my best 
to save But she did not finish the sentence, for a 
kind of rattle came in her throat, and then her face was like 
that of one asleep. But although I listened I could not 
hear her breathe. 

“There, that’s your work, Israel Barnicoat,’”’ I said. 
“T hope you are satisfied with what you’ve done.” 

He did not reply, but he looked at me as I fancy devils 
must look when they are angered. All the same, a great 
sob escaped him. 

“Come, come,” said William Dawe. ‘“ Eli told me that 
you wanted us to taake away some valuable stuff you’ve 
got here. Tha’s why Cap’n Jack’s gang comed, I s’poase. 
We must git et off quick, mind that! That beggar waan’t 
laive us alone long.’ 

I saw the truth of his words, and I felt that every minute 
was precious. So I took Tamsin in my arms and carried 
her to the side of the cave, and then we started to carry all 
the bags I had filled to the boat. I saw Israel Barnicoat 
watch us closely, but he said nothing. 

It was well the tide was high or we should have taken 
much longer to accomplish our task. As it was, the boat 
lay close to the mouth of the cave, and in an almost in- 
credibly short time the treasure of gold and silver and tin, 
which had been lying for centuries, was moved from the 
cave to a good-sized sailing boat which William had 
been able to obtain. 

When all was removed we prepared to start. 

“‘ You will not laive us ere,” said the men. “ You will 
not laive us ’ere with a dead woman?” 
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“Iss we will, you beggars,” said George Dawe ; 
sarve ’ee right too.” 

“No, no, doan’t ’ee,”’ they cried. ‘“ What’s the good 
of it ?—-we caan’t ’arm ’ee now.” 

So, thinking they spoke the truth, I cut their bands ; 
and I saw them crawl away as best they were able. 

_ “My gor,” cried George Dawe, ‘‘ but you must be a 
terrible fighter, Maaster Jaspar.” 

And indeed, it seemed to me a miracle then, even as it 
does now ; but I did not speak, for I saw Israel Barnicoat 
seize the knife with which he had stabbed Tamsin Truscott. 
I watched him as he drew it from the wound. Then he 
turned towards me and shook it savagely. 

“TLaive us git away,” said William Dawe. “ This 
job edn’ done yet.” 

And indeed it was not, as we found to our cost before 
our boat reached Truro Bridge. 


iid 


and 


CHAPTER XXVI 


T was a beautifully clear night, and the sea, when we 
got beyond the breakers, was as smooth as we could 
desire. I looked at the wealth I had placed in the boat, 
and found everything safe. The box containing the “ corns 
of gold”’ I had taken especial care of. The silver lay 
in the bottom of the boat, the tin on the top. 

“ Everything es butiful, Maaster Jaspar,” said William. 
“ Ther’s only one thing to be sorry about, and that’s thicky 
poor maid; but you caan’t ’elp she. Now you must be 
ter’ble tired. You’ve bin through ’nough for ten men, so 
I tell ee what you must do. You must lie down and slaip. 
We'll zee to everything. You want to take this boat to 
Truro—well, we c’n do et aisy ’nough ef we doan’t mit 
weth no accidents. Ef we do we'll wake ’ee up!” 

I was very much wearied in spite of my excitement, 
and I needed rest sorely ; besides, as my wounds stiffened 
they gave me much pain. Yet I did not like to do as he 
bade me. 

“You do et, you do et, Maaster Jaspar,” cried Eli. 
“T’ll watch. We'll oal watch.” 
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“ Besides,” said William Dawe, ‘‘ nobody but ourzelves 
do knaw where we be goin’. Nobody ain’t a-tould.” 

“ Ain’t ’em? ” grunted Eli. 

“Well, who have?” asked William. 

“You yerzelf,” snarled the dwarf. ‘I heerd ’ee when you 
wos carr’in’ the bags. I wudden ’a’ tould ’ee ef I thot 
you'd ’a’ talked "bout et to George.” 

I saw how crestfallen William Dawe looked, and so I 
tried to comfort him. 

“Perhaps no one took any notice,” I said. ‘‘ No one 
could harm us but Israel Barnicoat, and I can’t see how 
even he can hurt us now.” 

And yet I have a shrewd suspicion that it was to the 
fact of William mentioning Truro that we owed the trouble 
which followed. 

They prevailed on me to lie down, however, and then, 
although I never intended such a thing, I immediately fell 
asleep. Thus it was that I did not see Pendennis Castle, 
nor the bold headland on which it stands ; nor did I know 
when we had passed the fortress called St. Mawes, which 
stands on the other side of the river’s mouth. Rather, 
while we were passing by Falmouth town, I was dreaming 
pleasant dreams. I fancied I was at Pennington with 
Naomi, walking along the shaded paths, and in my fancy 
I heard the birds singing and the river rippling over its 
stony bed. I thought I heard children laughing too, 
while the hay-makers in distant fields were talking gaily 
as they followed the mowers. No memory of the terrible 
scene through which I had passed came to me. At other 
times, after I had been through a time of great. excite- 
ment, I lived it all over again in my dreams, but that night 
I dwelt in Arcadia, even although my head rested on the 
wealth for which I had been fighting, and my right hand 
grasped the stock of a pistol. 

How many hours I slept I know not, but I think it must 
have been a good many. It was something after ten o’clock 
at night when we sailed from Granfer’s Cove, and when I 
again became conscious [ knew we had passed Falmouth 
by a long distance, for I could easily see both banks of the 


river. 
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I was awakened by some one touching my arm. I leaped 
to my feet in a second. 

““Maaster Jaspar,” said Eli, “I b’leeve ther’s a boat 
foll’in’ us.” 

“Where ?”’ I cried. 

‘“‘She’s onnly jist “ove in sight,” he replied. “ She’s 
left the bank of the revver.” 

“She may not be following us,” I replied. 

“She d’ look like et, anyhow,” replied the dwarf. 

I looked down the river ; and although I eagerly watched 
the black spot on the waters, I could not help being 
impressed by the beauty of the scene. The night had 
become transparently clear,and the waning moon was high 
in the heavens. On each side of the river the woods sloped 
away, and although no leaves grew on the trees they 
presented a picture of rare beauty in the light of the silvery 
moon. The water in which we sailed, too, was perfectly 
clear, so clear that we seemed to be resting on the bosom 
of a sea of glass. All this I saw, even while I watched the 
dark object that was surely moving towards us. 

“ Reckon you c’n guess what et do main,”’ said Eli. 

“It may be them,” I said. ‘‘ Cap’n Jack has men every- 
where. I dare say he has had time to hurry across the 
country and get a number together.” 

“Ther’s only wawn booat, anyhow,” remarked Eli, 
with satisfaction. 

“ That is all,” I replied, after looking steadily for two or 
three minutes. ‘I wonder how Cap’n Jack knew which 
way we were going?” 

“Israel Barnicoat,” snarled Eli; “you wos a fool to 
laive un go. I’ll be bound he knawed where Cap’n Jack 
went, and zo as zoon as we left un go free ’e vollied un. 
I ’speck they’ve got a rare cut-throt crew. Cap’n Jack 
’ave allays been tryin’ to vind Granfer’s treasure, and ’e 
caan’t bear to be bait by anybody. We sh’ll be done for 
8 time, Maaster Jaspar. We shaa’n’t laive this boat 
alive.” 

“Why?” I said. “ I’ve beaten him before, and I will 
again.” 

“No you waan’t,” replied the dwarf. ‘’E dedn’ bring 
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no pisterls ’ardly laast time. ‘E thought ’e could maaster 
’ee aisy, an’ so ’e wos jist cocksure. But Cap’n Jack 
waan’t be bait a second time. ’E’ll ’ave promised a big 
share to his gang, an’ they’ll fight like devils.” 

“So will I!” I replied grimly. 

“You may; but I'll wage he’ll ’ave brought a lot of 
muskets an’ pisterls an’ things, and they’ll shet us down 
like rabbits.” 

“No they’ll not,” I cried. “‘ But why are we going so 
slow ?”’ 

“’Cos we ain’t a-got no wind—tha’s why. Ef we ’ad, 
we shud ’a’ bin up to King Harry’s Ferry by this time.” 

“That we shud,” assented William Dawe, who had been 
listening to our conversation. 

“We've got pistols,” I said. 

*“* Six,”’ replied Eli. 

“And plenty of powder and bullets?” 

“Notsomuch. Besides, pisterls don’t carry. They can 
shet we down, and we caan’t tich they.” 

“‘ Supposing it is they,” I suggested. 

“Hark! There!” grunted Eli. 

I listened, and heard the sound of angry voices. 

“IT am afraid you are right,’ I said. But I did not 
despair ; rather, I felt very calm and confident. 

Looking at the boat, however, I could see that she was 
gaining on us, and I also saw in the moonlight the flashing 
of several oars. 

“‘ They'll be upon us in a vew minutes,” said Eli. “‘ There! 
Hark ! ” and as he spoke I heard the sound of loud laughter 
and brutal curses, wafted across the water. 

“We have time to act,” I said; and even then I felt 
that I had become more clear-thinking than Eli, more ready 
of invention. 

Thereupon I seized some sacks of tin and placed them 
near the tiller. By this means, while George Dawe had 
room to steer he was comparatively shielded from musket- 
bullets, should any be fired. This done I lifted several bags 
to the side of the boat, and so formed a kind of barricade. 

“ There,”’ I said ; “‘ we must crouch behind these, and I 
don’t think any bullet will pass through so much‘cleaned tin.’ ” 

Q 
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“Stop! I say, stop! in the King’s name!” shouted 
a voice. But we paid no heed. True, the boat sailed 
slowly , but steadily we were being wafted towards Truro 
with my precious cargo around me. 

“Stop, or we fire! ’’ cried a voice from the boat behind 
us. 
“Perhaps tes the King’s men arter oal,”’ said William 
Dawe. 

“Tf it is, I do not fear,” I cried , “‘ but we must be careful.” 

At that moment a musket-ball was buried in the sack of 
tin close beside Eli, and the dwarf gave a fearful cry. 

“Tha’s done for one on ’em. Ther’ll be only three left 
now.” It was Cap’n Jack who spoke, and I felt more than 
ever thankful that I had taken precautions. 

Not a house was near, for this part of Cornwall is but 
thinly peopled. Only woods bordered the river, which 
was about half a mile wide ; and doubtless those who lived 
in the farm-houses beyond were fast asleep. 

By this time we were able to see the pursuing boat more 
clearly, and I calculated that at least a dozen men were in 
her. All the same, she was small for such a number, for 
the men were packed closely together. I wondered at this ; 
but I remembered that Cap’n Jack would have but little 
time to select either boat or crew. Moreover, he doubtless 
knew that he could overtake us more easily in a small craft. 

After this several shots were fired at us; two passed 
through the sails, and the rest were lodged in the sacks. 
During this time we made no sign, for they were not within 
reach of our pistols, and it was useless wasting powder. 
Besides, even when the bullets were whizzing around I 
gave orders that no shot should be fired except in case of 
dire extremity, because I dreaded killing any man. This 
I say, because I have been accused of being a savage, 
cruel man, delighting in deeds of bloodshed. 

At every stroke of their oars they drew nearer to us— 
indeed, sonear had they come that I heard the voices both 
of Cap’n Jack and Israel Barnicoat plainly, and each of 
them was vowing vengeance in language which I will not 
write down. Presently they came close to the side of our 
boat, and I could see that it was their intention to board us. 
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Had they succeeded, I think we should have been lost, for 
they had light in their favour, and would not hit out blindly 
as they had done when I fought them in the cave. 

All the time we had crouched behind the barricade I 
had made, not so much as showing our heads; nor did I 
expose myself, only in so far as to peep between the sacks 
to see what they were doing. 

Our boat was only just creeping, for the farther we went 
up the river the more we were sheltered by the hills which 
arose around us ; and at this time scarcely a breath of wind 
was to be felt. 

“They be oal afeared,” I heard Israel Barnicoat cry. 
“They've heeded behind the sacks. I’m going to board 
her. Back me up, you chaps!” 

My heart almost stopped beating as I heard him speak, 
for this was what I most feared. 

“Thee be careful, Israel,” cried Cap’n Jack, “ thee be 
careful. That Jaspar must die to-night, but he edn’ a 
fool, mind that!” 

“Iss, and they bags be oal vull weth gould,” muttered 
one of the men. 

They were close to me as they spoke, so I heard every 
word distinctly. 

“T’m going,” cried Israel ; and I fancied he had been 
drinking, for his voice was husky. ‘I’ve got the same 
knife, Cap’n Jack, and Tamsin edn’ ’ere to save un this 
time.” 

Even then I wondered that he should speak so to Cap’n 
Jack, and it seemed strange that the old smuggler should 
care so little about his daughter ; but at that time he was 
filled with lust for riches, with desire for revenge, and I 
expect with brandy. 

“Oal right,” cried Cap’n Jack. “‘ We'll back ’ee up. 
Now then, stiddy with the oars.” 

With that Israel Barnicoat jumped on to our boat, the 
sides of which were not so much higher than Cap’n Jack’s, 
for we were heavily weighted. Israel’s action, however, 
caused their craft to give a great lurch, and so kept them 
from immediately following him. ; 

Yielding to the impulse of the moment, I leapt out 
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from behind the sack and met Israel Barnicoat face to faces 
I saw his hand upraised; and it held a knife. 

“It’s the knife that killed Tamsin,” he cried as he made 
a leap at me; but I caught his arm, and with a wrench 
only possible to a strong man and a wrestler, tore it from 
its socket ; then, before his companion could follow him, 
I seized him by the body, lifted him above my head as 
though he were a child, and threw him with all my strength 
into their midst. They saw what I was doing and started 
back ; indeed, such was the confusion as he fell that the 
boat capsized, and in a moment they were all struggling 
in the water. 

Even as I did this I expected to receive a pistol-shot ; 
but I suspect they were afraid to fire, for fear of hitting 
him. Besides, it allhappened in a few seconds, and was so 
unexpected that they had scarcely time or presence of mind 
to shoot me down. 

And this was how I defended my treasure, as William 
Dawe or his son George will tell you on their oath as 
Christian men. 

After this they did not attack us again, for their power 
had gone. The muskets which they had thrown down in 
preparation for boarding us, together with their powder, 
had gone to the bottom of the river. Instead, several of 
them, as they rose to the surface, piteously begged us to 
take them on board; but this we dared not do, so we 
pointed our pistols at them and threatened to shoot them 
if they came near. Thereupon, some swam to the shore, 
which was not far away, and others managed to climb 
into the boat; and although Israel Barnicoat was my 
enemy, I was glad when I saw Cap’n Jack drag him out 
of the water. : 

I may here say that 1 never again saw either Cap’n Jack 
or Israel. Itseems that directly he landed he was informed 
that a number of the King’s men were searching for him. 
Hitherto the commander of the Preventive men had con- 
nived at his unlawful doings, and had shared in the 
proceeds of his booty; but, a new commanding officer 
having been appointed, his position had altogether changed. 
The story goes that a price was set upon his head. and 
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knowing of this he went with all speed to Kynance, and 
succeeded in getting all his available cash. After this he 
left the country, and neither he nor Israel Barnicoat have 
since been seen. 

Another fact I must also relate. When Eli went with 
his mother next day to Granfer Fraddam’s Cave, the body 
of Tamsin could not be found. Every search was made—all 
in vain. Some believed that witchery was at work, and 
there are people in the parish who say that her ghost has 
been seen roaming around the Cave and on the headland 
above. Others believe that Israel did not kill her at all, 
and that her father took her with him when he left Cornwall 
for other parts. Concerning this I will pass no opinion. 
I have simply related what I know, and will leave those who 
read these lines to judge for themselves. 

Daylight had come before we reached Truro. And we 
were regarded curiously, I thought, as our boat came up to 
the bridge which spans the river. 

“ Eli,” I said, ““ you know where Lawyer Trefry lives. 
Go and tell him I want him at once on a matter of life and 
death.” 

The dwarf laughed with satisfaction, and made all haste 
to my friend’s house. A few minutes later the lawyer was 
with me ; and, in a few words, I told him what I had done. 

Never before had I seen this man so surprised or excited. 
For some time, indeed, he seemed unable to speak. At 
length, however, he examined my cargo, at which he gave 
many exclamations of delight. 

“Well, Mr. Trefry,’’ I said, after a time, “ it’s all right, 
isn’t it?” 

“ Let’s put the stuff under lock and key first,” he cried ; 
“then I'll talk to you.” 

A little later all the tin and silver was taken to a house 
owned by the lawyer ; and then, when he had again ex- 
amined it carefully, we made our way to his dwelling-house. 

“What’s in the box you are carrying ?”’ he cried ; “ it 
seems mortal heavy.” 

“ You will see presently,” I replied with a laugh. 

His wonder knew no bounds when I showed him the com 
tents of the box; but presently he looked grave. 
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“‘ Jaspar Pennington, my lad,” he said, ““do you know 
that this treasure is not yours?” 

“Not mine! ’’ I exclaimed. ‘‘ Whose then ? ” 

“It belongs to the Government,” he replied grimly, 
“and if you do not inform the authorities at once you are 
liable to severe punishment. If you found it on the ground 
it would be yours, or if you had taken it from the sea it 
would be yours ; but you tookit from under the ground, 
therefore it belongs to the Government and comes under 
the law of ‘ treasure trove.’ ”’ 

I could not speak, so stunned was I by his words. 

“Let me look up the law about it,’’ he cried presently ; 
and then, while he read his law books, I walked to and fro 
the room in dumb misery. 

“Tt’s all right!” he cried presently—“ all right ! ” 

“How?” I cried. ‘‘ Tell me, Mr. Trefry !”’ 

*‘ While all buried treasure belongs to the Government, 
it is the custom to refund the value of the same to the finder. 
I remember now. Yes, it’s all safe, allsafe. But we must 
be careful, we must play our cards carefully ! ”’ 

“How? Why? Tell me!’ I stammered, like one 
demented. 

“Leave it to me, Jaspar. It’s all right, I tell you! 
There’s a fortune in those ‘corns of gold’ alone, to say 
nothing of the tin and the silver.” 

“Can I buy back Pennington ? ’’ I asked anxiously. 

“Yes; do not fear. We'll getsome breakfast, and then 
go and weigh the stuff!” 

During the rest of the day we weighed the tin and the 
silver ; and this, without the “ corns of gold,’’ the attorney 
declared to be of sufficient value to meet the demands of | 
my grandfather’s strange will. He could not tell me how 
much the gold was worth, he said, for this commodity had 
not been found in Cornwall to any extent for hundreds of 
years ; but he assured me it was of great value. 

“Then to-morrow,” I said, ‘‘ we will go to Pennington.” 

“Yes, Jaspar, to-morrow we'll go. I shall have time to 
make all formal arrangements ”’ ; and he rubbed his hands 
with glee. 

“And now, my lad,” he continued, “ you must get some 
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rest—but not before I get my tailor here, who will measure 
you for some garments worthy of the owner of Pennington.” 

It was not until the afternoon of the next day, however, 
that we started for the home of my fathers. 


CHAPTER XXVII 


ST have just stated, it was afternoon before we started 

for Pennington, and consequently it was dark 

before we reached there. Lawyer Trefry had arranged for 

another man of the law to accompany him, and had also 
called for old Admiral Trefry on his way. 

When we had passed through Pennington gates I felt 
far more excited than when I fought a gang of smugglers 
in Granfer’s Cave, or when Israel Barnicoat boarded our 
boat as we sailed up Truro River. Icould scarcely realize 
my good fortune. Only a few days before I was homeless, 
penniless, and now I was the possessor of thousands. By 
strange fortune I was suddenly a rich man. I could not 
believe that the land on which we rode was mine, nor that 
the old house standing out so boldly against the sky belonged 
to Jaspar Pennington, the outcast. Besides, I feared the 
Tresidder family. For years they had overcome the Pen- 
ningtons. Would they not still find means to frustrate my 
plans? But the greatest cause of my excitement was, 
that I was nearing my love. She was within those walls. 
How would she receive me? What would her new-found 
father say? My tongue clave to the roof of my mouth, 
and my throat was parched. 

When the servant met us at the door, he assured us that 
his master was within. He would go and announce us. 

“No,” said Lawyer Trefry, “take us all to him. Where 
is he?” 

“ He is in the library, sir,”—looking at us in astonish- 
ment ; ‘‘all the family are there. Idare not take you to 
them without first telling the master. It would be as much 
as my place is worth.” 

“Don’t you trouble about your place,” said the lawyer 
grimly. ‘But you need not heed. I know where the 
library is. We'll go without you.” And then I saw that 
Mr. Trefry was as excited as I. 
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The servant seemed too astonished to protest, and he 
stood staring at us like a fool as we walked to the library 
door. : 

Lawyer Trefry knocked. “Come in,” was the response 
in a careless tone of voice; and so, without more ado, we 
entered. 

My eye swept around theroom like lightning. Richard 
Tresidder’s mother was there sitting by her son ; andeven 
then I thought how cruel were her piercing black eyes, 
and how relentless was the expression on her mouth. As 
for Richard Tresidder, he looked at us in blank astonish- 
ment, especially when he saw that I was among the com- 
pany. Nick Tresidder was there too, his face pale, and his 
arm in a sling ; he glared at me witha look of vindictive 
hatred. Near him sat John Penryn, looking pale and 
anxious ; but the mad light was gone from his eyes. Instead 
there was a weary, plaintive look, as though sad memories 
often came to him. I noticed old Jonathan, too, who 
seemed ill at ease ; and he sat apart from the rest, as though 
he were not one of them. 

But nowhere did I see Naomi, and a great fear came into 
my heart. Was she ill, or had some evil thing befallen 
her? Else why was she not there ? 

“To what circumstance, gentlemen,’ asked Richard 
Tresidder, his eyes resting on me, ‘‘ do I owe this visit ? ”’ 

“IT am here in the interests of my client, Mr. Jaspar 
Pennington,” replied Lawyer Trefry quietly. 

“Indeed,” he replied calmly, although I saw his mouth 
twitch and his hand tremble. ‘‘ But I am at a loss to 
know what Jaspar Pennington has to do with me, or why 
you should, in such a manner, enter my house. I can 
understand him seeking to deceive you in many things, 
although how he should persuade Admiral Trefry, who I 
am delighted to welcome, or my old friend Mr. Bolitho, to 
accompany him, I am at a loss to understand.” 

“Admiral Trefry is a county magistrate,” replied the 
lawyer, ‘and I have asked Mr. Bolitho toact with me in this 
matter. My client’s case necessitated such an arrangement.” 

“But why you should enter so—shall I say—uncere- 
moniously, I am at a loss to understand.” 
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“TI thought my client’s case necessitated that too, 
replied the lawyer. 

“T cannot congratulate you on your client,” said my 
grandfather’s second wife. “If I might offer you a piece 
of advice, I should say, be careful that you interest your- 
self only in people who are reputable and honourable.’ 

“Alas ! madam,” said the lawyer dryly, “ if all lawyers 
acted on such advice, a large number of people would never 
have their legal affairs attended to.”’ 

The old woman’s eyes flashed more brightly than ever 
as he said this, for she saw the point of his reply. 

“Will you take a seat, gentlemen,” said Richard Tre- 
sidder, “although for the life of me 1 cannot see what yon 
fellow has to do with me. However, let us hear what you 
have to say, and then, when he is gone, I can perhaps offer 
you ordinary hospitality ; for I presume you have not yet 
dined ? ” 

“ My visit has to do with Jaspar Pennington’s will, made 
in the year seventeen hundred and eighteen,”’ replied Law- 
yer Trefry. ‘It has also to do with the strange imprison- 
ment of Jaspar Pennington (grandson to the Jaspar Pen- 
nington whose will I have just mentioned) in Trevose 
House.” 

“* We will deal with the latter matter first,’”’ cried Richard 
Tresidder. ‘I will admit I acted unlawfully. I am, how- 
ever, prepared to stand by the consequences. No doubt 
you can arraign me for unlawful imprisonment, but no 
bench of magistrates will condemn me. I did it in the 
interests of my ward, whoI thought was anorphan. Jona- 
than Cowling here will remember the circumstances under 
which he was received at Trevose. Pennington, as every 
one knows, is a ruffian, a vagabond ; but he succeeded in 
gaining an influence over my ward Mistress Naomi Pen- 
ryn, and so, after many provocations, I took steps to place 
him out of harm’s way.” 

“ Until she should marry your son,” said Lawyer Trefry. 

“‘T am quite willing to go into the whole matter at the 
proper time,” said Richard Tresidder. “ But surely you 
have not come here on such a pretext. I put it to you, 
Admiral. What would you have done in my place? Sup- 
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pose some one near and dear to you was persecuted by an 
outcast bully, what would you have done? ” 

“It is not for me to say,” replied the Admiral. “I only 
know that you have placed yourself in a very awkward 
position, should my friend Mr. Jaspar Pennington seek to 
prosecute.” 

“It may be,’’ said Richard Tresidder, looking around 
uneasily ; ‘‘ but Naomi’s father, who has since come back, 
practically agrees that I could have acted in no other way. 
Isn’t that so, John? But for the step I have taken your 
daughter would have been irretrievably ruined.” 

“Yes, John,” said Richard Tresidder’s mother, ‘‘ you 
approve of what we did, do you not ?”’ And both mother 
and son looked keenly at Naomi’s father. 

“What you have told me has been reasonable enough, 
if Jaspar Pennington is the kind of man you say,” said 
John Penryn ; “ but recent events have made me unable 
to consider matters carefully. Besides, as you know, my 
child has been too ill to tell me anything since we came here 
from Mullion some days ago.” 

He spoke hesitatingly, like a man who had not made up 
his mind, and I wondered all the time why Lawyer Trefry 
had mentioned this matter, because I was not anxious about 
it. If I could possess Pennington and Naomi, I was per- 
fectly willing to forgive everything. John Penryn’s words 
made my heart sink like lead, however, for I feared greatly 
for my love’s health. 

“ Anyhow,” said Lawyer Trefry, “my friend Bolitho 
agrees with me that if my client wishes to prosecute, there 
is a very strong case. All necessary evidence has been 
gathered, and, as you know, the punishment for such an 
action is very severe. The liberties of the King’s subjects 
are sacred.” 

“Tam prepared to defend myself,”’ said Richard Tre- 
sidder uneasily. “ At the same time, I think you have 
taken a very unusual course of procedure in coming to me 
in this way, and I cannot say I admire your taste.” 

“ That is only one matter about which we came,” replied 
the lawyer, ‘‘ and it is a question for my client to decide 
whether he will prosecute or no. The other affair is still 


THE BIRTHRIGHT 251 


more serious. I mentioned a will just now. I presume you 
have it?” 

“T dare say it is in my lawyer’s office,’’ replied Tresidder, 
trying to speak carelessly. “‘ Has that business come up 
again? It is so long since the thing was made that I 
have really forgotten about it. It simply stated that the 
estates were given to me. A sum of money was, I believe, 
willed to Pennington’s father.” 

“No,” replied the lawyer. ‘‘ Ihave been able to obtain 
a copy. It states that the Pennington estates are simply 
held in trust for you, and that should Jaspar Pennington, 
or his heirs, be able to obtain, in their own rights, a suffi- 
cient sum, they could demand to buy the estates, paying 
you half their value. It was also stipulated that represen- 
tatives of five county families be asked to make the valu- 
ation.” 

A look of astonishment flashed from the eyes both of 
Tresidder and his mother. I could see that they never 
expected such a statement to be made, and that they had 
no inkling of my good fortune. 

“Tt may beso,’ laughed Tresidder. ‘I know the old 
man was mad or he would never have made such a foolish 


“If he could have been proved to have been mad,” re- 
plied the lawyer severely, ‘‘ the property would never have 
come into your possession at all. It would naturally have 
reverted to my client’s father, who was the natural heir.” 

“ Well, and if that isso,’’ said Richard Tresidder haught- 
ily, “what then? Is this fellow able to comply with the 
conditions of the will?” 

“‘T have come to tell you that he is,” replied the lawyer 
quietly. 

Had a powder-magazine exploded around them they 
could not have shown greater astonishment. Each started 
forward, as though they were bereft of their senses. 

“It is a lie,” cried Tresidder’s mother. 

“It is a fraud,” cried Nick and his father together, all 
seemingly beside themselves. 

“ Excuse me,” said Admiral Trefry, “it is not my custom 
to participate either in lies or frauds.” 
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“Then let me see the money,” cried Tresidder, like one 
frenzied. ‘I cannot accept irresponsible statements.” 

“T would suggest,” said Admiral Trefry, “that you 
select two representatives to make the necessary valuation, 
and that Mr. Jaspar Pennington or his attorney select 
two; and I, occupying the position I do, will select the 
fifth. In that way both sides will have justice, and the 
provision of the will can be properly complied with.” 

‘‘ But,” cried Tresidder’s mother, “‘remember the terms 
of the will. It must be his own money, not borrowed. 
You understand that. Where, then, could Jaspar Pen- 
nington get so much? ” 

“You see,’’ went on Lawyer Trefry, “the estate was 
never actually yours. It has only been held in trust for 
you. Inasense my client is only paying off a mortgage. 
The land has been his all along. I may also say that he 
has placed the necessary moneys in my hands, and he 
naturally wishes the matter to be settled at once.” 

Neither of the Tresidders spoke, although Nick uttereda 
cry, as though he were in pain ; but old Jonathan Cowling, 
who had not spoken a word, came to me and caught my 
hand. “I’m so glad,” he whispered. ‘“‘ My mistress will 
get well now.” 

“But where, and how, did Jaspar Pennington get this 
money ? ” cried Tresidder’s mother. 

“‘T do not see how that can affect you,” replied the law- 
yer quietly. “He has placed a large sum in my hands, 
and I have no doubt about it being his own. With regard 
to the other question, perhaps he will give us his decision. 
Mr. Pennington, do you wish me to take any steps in rela- 
tion to the way you have been unlawfully imprisoned ? 
You are now in a position to obtain the best counsel.” 

I saw now why he had mentioned this. He thought 
that Tresidder would possibly make trouble as to the way 
I had obtained my wealth, and the fact of my imprison- 
ment gave me a sort of whip hand over him. 

Tresidder saw this too, and I felt sure that he dreaded 
exposure ; for if the matter were once taken to a court of 
law, many truths would come to light. He would have 
to explain his dealings with the priests, also his statement 
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that Naomi had died at Lanherne. For he knew that, 
although Naomi’s father might be satisfied with a one- 
sided statement, if the business were tested at a court of 
law, everything would be sifted to the bottom. 

For a moment both he and his mother seemed unde- 
cided how to act. They saw the ground dug from under 
their feet in every direction. Presently my grandfather’s 
second wife seemed to have made up her mind. Probably 
she thought of the amount of ready money half the value 
of the estates would mean. Anyhow, a smile crossed her 
wicked old face, and she actually spoke in honeyed tones. 

“T congratulate you, my grandson,” she said. ‘‘ You 
have won a great victory. I am sure that neither myson 
nor myself will put any obstacle in your way, and we will do 
our best to facilitate your speedy possession. Of course, 
the mistake we made in taking you to Trevose will be re- 
garded in its proper light ; for Isee no use in taking the public 
into our confidence, and exposing purely family matters.” 

At this I was too surprised to speak, especially when 
Richard Tresidder spoke in the same vein. I saw their 
cunning, however, and felt sure that even yet they would 
both do their utmost to foil me. 

“John Penryn,” continued the wily woman, “ did you 
not tell young Jaspar Pennington that if he would come 
back within a year, having the means to buy back Penning- 
ton, you would speak with him again about our dear Naomi ? 
Surely there is no need to wait now. Neither my son nor 
myself would keep him out of his rightful possession, and 
I have a shrewd suspicion that he is the only doctor who 
can cure her of her malady. Why not let him go to her 
while we make the necessary arrangements to effect a just 
settlement of affairs.” 

Even although I seemed to see her tongue working 
poison like an adder as she spoke, so much did I long 

.to see my love that I felt to bless her as my friend. 

After that John Penryn came to me and said many things 
which I need not here set down; but the upshot of the 
whole business was that my love’s father took me to the 
room where she was. Motioning me to be silent, he 
entered, leaving me at the door. 
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“She does not know you are here,” he whispered, when 
he returned ; ‘‘ but go in, my lad.” 

So I entered the room, and almost gave a cry as I did 
so, for my Naomi, as she sat in a large chair, looked almost 
like one dead. Her face was deathly pale, and she looked 
so thin, so wan. 

As I crossed the room, she saw me. 

‘* Jaspar!”’ she cried. 

“Yes, my little maid.” 

With a strength of which she had not hitherto been cap- 
able, she sprang to her feet and came towards me. I had 
no need to be told that the Tresidders had failed to poison 
her mind against me. The love-light was shining from 
her eyes ; the tone of her voice was one joyful surprise. 

Then a great joy was mine—so great that it atoned a 
thousand times for all through which I had passed ; for I 
held my love in my arms as I had held her at Lanherne, 
when we became betrothed. 

Even now it seems like a joyous dream, those happy 
minutes. Strong as I had been when I had fought for her, 
and my home, in the smugglers’ cave, my strength seemed 
far greater now, as, holding her to me, I felt her lips 
against mine. 

“But, Jaspar,” she said at length, “‘ how are you here? 
Are you safe ? ” 

“And you still care, my little maid ? ” I said, ashamed 
for asking the question, yet longing to hear her tell me 
what the heart of every lover hungers for. 

“Care!” she cried, forgetting everything. “Care! 
Jaspar, can you ask? How can you——’”’ Then, while 
her bosom heaved and tears came into her beauteous eyes 
and trickled down her face, she clung closer to me. “I 
think I was dying,” she said; ‘‘ but I shall get well now.” 

“ And you will wed me, my little one ? ” 

_. “Little one!” she cried. “Little! Nay, I am not; 
but perhaps I am to you. Yes, Jaspar, I will wed you. 
Take me away, my love. These people are like death to me.” 

“But your father, my little maid ? ” I suggested, so as 
to have the greater joy of telling her everything afterwards. 

“T have only had a father for a few days, Jaspar. He 


THE BIRTHRIGHT 258 


is very kind to me, but I do not understand him—I do not 
know him yet. But you, Jaspar ” But I will not tell 
what she said, for those words were said only to me. 

“ And you will wed a poor man, my queen? ” 

“I donot care about anything when I have you, Jaspar!’” 

Then I told her what I have written here, stopping only 
when she interposed with questions and expressions of 
wonderment. Then, when I had related the whole story, 
her gladness seemed to know no bounds. She regarded me 
with wonder too, and seemed to think I was great and 
grand, when all the time I was not worthy even to do the 
most menial service for her, only in so far as love makes the 
poorest worthy. 

But words cannot tell the bliss of that hour. The joy 
of my whole life seemed to be centred in it, especially as I 
beheld, even then, life and health come back to her. And 
she was mine, the most beauteous maiden whom God has 
ever created ; she had given herself tome! Thusthe past, 
dark and dreary, was all lost in the blissful present, for 
the good God had swept away the clouds and let the sun- 
light of His gladness shine into our eyes. 

I will not linger longer over this scene, for words only 
mock at me. They cannot tell of the joy we felt, they 
cannot describe the plans we made or the hopes that filled 
our lives. Love is beyond words, for love is God, and we 
lived in His very heart. Neither will I try and describe 
what happened during the next few weeks. It was a 
weary battle I fought with the Tresidders, but the matter 
was arranged at length, and so I became the possessor of 
Pennington. The Tresidder family lives somewhere in the 
north of the county, and Nick has married a wealthv y o- 
man’s daughter. Not that I think any the worse of him 
for that, for my own mother was a yeoman’s daughter, 
and she was a pure, good woman, as I have heard my father 
saymany times. But what Ido feel keenly is that, although 
I dealt generously with them, especially bearing in mind 
the way they treated me, they still circulate lying stories 
about me and my love. 

But in this history I have plainly told the whole truth. 
I have set down nothing in malice, neither desiring to 
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present anything other than in its true light. For I would 
not do an injustice even to anenemy. At the same time, 
as I said at the beginning of this narrative, which has taken 
me many months to write, I have, in justice to my children 
and my love, as well as myself, told faithfully how I was 
robbed of my Birthright, and how I won it back. 

And yet I would not lay down my pen with the thought 
of those who would have robbed me (ay, and in spite ef 
what they say, did rob me for many years) in my mind. 
For truly bitterness hath but little place in my heart; had 
it, I should be a sour, ungrateful man, which, thank God, 
Iam not. Nay, there is none happier than I in this the 
fairest county in the land. For Naomi became my bride 
the spring following the winter in which I discovered the 
treasure. I tried hard to make the wedding earlier, but 
it could not be; and now I am glad we waited. For it 
was seemly that such as she should wed when lilacs 
bloom, when the lambs sport in the fields, and the fresh 
air of spring makes the world green and pure and tender. 
Thus the May flowers grew,and the birds sang blithely as 
the most beauteous bride that ever stood at an altar pro- 
mised to love and tocherish me. And she who is the mother 
of my children has been a thousand-fold more to me than 
she promised, and my life is gladder than I thought it 
possible for any life to be onearth. The old rooms of Pen- 
nington ring with the laughter of children ; and so joyful 
are they that Eli, who lives with us (for old Betsey is dead), 
forgets that he never had a childhood, and enjoys sport 
and frolic as much as they. 

Even as I write I can look out across the broad lands 
and see Jaspar, who promises to be a bigger man than 
his father, and Naomi, who is a lovely little maid, though 
not so fair as her mother, at play. My wife will have it 
that our little maid is fairer than she, but that is not so. 
Eli is there too, laughing like a boy, although he is several 
vears older than I. But my love is by my side, more beau- 
tiful even than when I first saw her ; for the love-light in 
her eyes grows brighter as the years go by. 


THE END 


